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Dramati, perſonæ. 


Feel. 
M N. 
HAROLD, King of England, Mr. „ 
EDGAR ee Mr. HenpzrSoN, 
EARL EDWIN, e Mr. ns. 
EARL WALTHE OF, Mr. en. 
ERL of MERCIA ; Drofhr to) 46 Nablus, 


Harold, 
Farr of NORTHUMBER- 
LAND, - - nr As Alex. 
„„ 7-4. - 5 1 
REGINALD, -, -, Mr. Cnapury, 


RAY M ON D, - Ng 2 Mr. . 
DUNCAN, à Scottiſh Seer, Mr. CHAMBER 8. 


W O M E N. 
MATILDA, Daughter to Harold, Miſs Youxcs, 
EDWINA, - - - Mrs. Yarss. 
SABINA, - - Mrs. CorLES. 


Attendants on Marty a; Guards, ethers, 
Wardens, and various Attendants. 
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RI of L Oel or. 


Spoken by Mz. H ENDE RS ON. 


or O holy land in ſuperſtition's day, \ 
When bare foot pilgrims trode their weary Ways 
By mother church's unremitting law 
| Scourg'd into grace, with ſhoulders red aud a 
Kneeling demure before the ſacred brim, © © © 
2 the hard flint th y beg d the boon divi 
Parden for what offending flejþ bad dine, 
py pity for the long long courſe they'd run, 
Fines, pains and penalties, ſecurely paſt, 
Slow pac'd fungivengſi met their prayer at laſt, 
Full abſolution from conceeding Rome, | 
Cancell'd all fin, paſt, preſent and to come. 
= Tour Poet thus prophanely led afide 
To range oer Tragic land without a guide, 
To pick perhaps, with no invidious aim. 
A few caſt fallings from the tree of fame. 
Damm d, the" untried, by the deſpotic rule 
Of the flern Doctors in detraction's ſchaol ; 
Laſh'd down each column of a public page, 
Aud qriv'n ver burning ploughbares te the Hage, 
Be rhim'd, be ridicu'd with deggrel wit, 
Sues out a pardon from bis Pope—the Pit. 
- Penſive he ſtandi in veniteutial weeds, 
With a huge r:/ary of untoid beads ; 
dentenc'd for paſt offences to rehearſe, 
Ave Apollo's to the God rf werſe; 
And ſure there's no one but an Author knows 
The Penance, which an Author undergoes, 
If then your. wor ſhips a few flripes award 
Let nat your beadles lay them on too hard; 
For in the world there's net a thing ſo thin, 
So full of feeling, as your Poet*s tin: 
What if, perchance, be ſnatch'd a playful kiſs 
From that free hearted romp the Comic Miſs; 
That frolick's paſt, he's turn'd to years of grace, 
And a young finer now ſupplies his place, 
Sure you'll nat grudge a little ſober chat 
With this demure old tabby Tragic cat; 
No charge lies here of conver ſation crim 


He hopes you'll think her fame, no worſe for him, | 


Br M 1 L,0; G, U, K. 
Spoken by Miss. YOUNGE. 


FR OM ancient The/pis to the preſent age 
The world bath oft been term'd a public flage, 

A thread-bare metaphor, which in its time 

Hath patch'd much proſe and heel-tiec'd many arhime j 

En the grave pulpit ſometimes deigns to u/e 
The emphatic term, of the proſcribed Muſe, 
Calli birth aur. entry, Tenth our exit talls, | 

And at lift's cloſe exclaimi—the curtain falls z 

And ſo concludes upon the drama's plan 

That fretting, ftrutting, ſhort-bour ator, man 

Are we all actors then ?—-yes, all from Albee, 

And afQtrefles ?—1 apprehend fo Madam. 

Some fill their caſt with grace, others with none, 

Some are ſhoy'd off the flage, and ſome ſhov'd on ; 

Some good, ſome bad, ſtill aue all af a part, 

Whilft wwe diſguiſe the language of the beart; 

Nature 'n plain taſte provides a ſimple treat, 

But art, the Cook, fleps in and mars the meat ; | 

The comic blade makes ridicule his bet, © 

And on his tomb proclaims that lifts a ji, 

_ ſwaggering braggart, in tr ut tragic wh n 
Bellows blank wirſe and daggers to the lafl * 
Nbilſ clubs of neutral petit- maitres boaſt 
A kind of opera company at moſt, 

Whoſe dreſs, air, action, all is imitation,” 
A peor, infipid, ſervile, French tranſlation ; 
Whoſe tame dull ſcent glides uniform along, 
In comi—farei—paſtoral —fing—ſceng— 
Till all awvaken'd by the rattling die 

Club wits, and make—a modern tragedy ;, * * / 
A tragedy alas ! good friends, look round, _ 
What have we left to tread but tragic ground? 7 
Four aur bers leagu' d to ſhake the human foul,” 
Unfbeath the dagger, and infuſe the bowl, 8 
lt length deſcending to the leaf, "and laſt, aiczed bn. 
e hope the terror of tht time it paſt, n 
Full ſated iow eb battle, Bod, ant mur, 
England is conguer'd—fate can reach no further, 
Bid then the weeping Pleiads dry their eyes, 
And turn to happier ſcenes and brighter ſkier, 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


The Outſide of a lately antient Caftle: The Gate 
cloſed, and the Bugle in the Slings. 
Dime before Break of Day. 
(Earl En win enters.) 

Abano Ep IA. 

| \ y . HETHER tis now the ſectet witching hour, 
When the ſmart imps work their malignant ſpells 
Unfriendly to man's health, or that Heaven ſends 
Theſe warnings, . theſe miſgivings to forerun _ 
And'harbinger ſome . calamity, 
I knbw not ; but there's ſomething paſſing here 
Beyond the mind's conjecture ominous. . , 


B LE RayMonD 


x 
29 


2 Ta BATTLE or HASTINGS. 


33 — Walls. * 


RATNoun. 
Stand ! Who goes there 


Vonda korn. 


Tos. | 
| May none but friends 
Approah theſe gates? what wakeful man art thou, 
Whom buſy care provokes thus early forth, 
Ere the grey twilight glimmers in the eaſt ? 


Js 


EDwIx. 
Know ſt thou not me; and needs there light for that? 


Sounds not this voice familiar to thine ear, 


Or have the darkling wizzardsl of the night 
Confounded thy clear organs? Thee I know; 3 


Raymond, ee and open to thy Leun. 


uin V. Pei sd d, 
eee de 
My Lord, my! Maſter!— "(ils aan. f 
Enix an; £5” As lla bag 


Venerable pile, 

Whoſe plain rough features fhew like honey ; 

Cradle of loyalty from earlieſt time: 4 
Ye antique towers, courts, ener d halls, 
Trophies and tombs of my renown'd forefathers; 
And you, ſurrounding oaks, fathers and ſons, 
And old old grandſires, once. of time, 
i ne the foreſt woodman marks his 8 aw? 


fate 1 doom you to a Norman maſters. 2 
Farewe ye peri in your country's >. 
„ (Raymondgomes out from the caſtle. 


RAYMOND.. 


Far DATTUE or HA&SFINTGS 3 


Re 


* Lord, your caſtle opens wide it's arms, 


rters, warders, foręſters Mall auſe: 7 
Herald, provoke the bugle : ſpread wa 


(Herald goes to ſound the bugle. 

190 lr 1 EIN. 
Whax joy ? ben ther u a jon for Edin. 
Hewate date 0 1 055 ard 
Are we then loſt ; is. Normandy victorious? 


EDwitn. 


No: k in the 1. — ant wornb of fate 
Lies the yet unborn hour. Diſmiſs the herald, 


And gently cloſe the! te.— 
0 — f * Ne cloſes the gate. 
0 Fe, who have boſoms, 


Unſcarr'd by 05 vexation's thorny ſcour 

Sleep while you may. *Tis well; come Fieber 
Raymond; 

Nay, 1 account thee as a friend be nearer: 

Paſs'd all things quiet on thy watch this night? 


RAYMOND. 


NIE O17 4 | 
All things 1 were quiet 
Aten dar 1 . tn | 0441 7 
: 21201 170 NO Fos. 1 1 : 
. . e en er — 
ide as SEE nord no rude frageler: 

Scowring the night? no nei ning at the gate! 2 
No trampling heard? no talking, as. of parties . 
Mer, by angnment? 


— * 3 Wiesn de 
„Ka > 


* 


—— ee ˙ꝛÑ adn ee ee DT , Y = = 
* 


Thou — reveal thy thoughts. 
RAY MON. 
Nay, good N. Lord, 
MF thoughts are little worth... 
98 E o v IN, 
aut v1 III fee thou'rt cautious, 


Yes, Raymond, ſhe is fair ; Haven for the ſins 


a 


4 Tu BATTEE vr *HASTINGS. 


RAY, n 


Hah! in very um USES 
To all theſe queſtions, no.” >r0q 
, | 5 1222 OM 7 3 | 0 $644. 4 
EDwrTw. ' 


. muſt believe thee ; 
The more I'm loſt in wonder : but confeſs, 
At my laſt queſtion wherefore didſt thou ſtart, 
And 2 thy brow ſignificantly? ſpeak; 


So let it eHow — our ſiſter? blooms 
The roſe of health freſh on Edwina' S W 
As 1 It was wont? : SW, 


RAYMOND. 
It brightens, as it blows. 


Evpwre. 


6 A 


Of this offending country made her fair; ; 
Oh, I had treaſur d up ſuch thoughts But mark, 
und; the youth whom I have father d, he, 
ho in the beating ſurge of black deſpair, 
But for my ſaving arm, had funk outright of 
And periſh'd fathoms deep, hit night i th' c CAMP, 


Soon as the guard had — it's ſtated round, 
| Vaulted 


Tut BATYLE or HASTINGS, 


Vaulted the trench like Perſeus on his ſteed, DN | 
Then fled, as if he'd overtake 2 wind, 
* heav'n knows. 


4. 
1 


1 8 4 
_ 4 


RAYMOND. 


Fed; death to kongur, Hed? 


E D w x 3180 
bbs Oh, ner. 8 
My hearrt's' be hope aſunder! ran 4c 
W 

O' extake and ſtrike rege We 7 

rn u W 1 x. 5 5 

Peace !—You muſt not curſe him, 

5 e 0-7: 2) 

Hah! wherefore not ? | * 2 

, | EDU vi. v9 0 

FEED | Becauſe—expett a wonder 
Becauſe he i is thy king. 


11} 3s 50: "Rk HAS 
„hel me, heaven! | 2 
11 ] E 'D bog IN. 


Mine td, thy king 3 "ft Alfred's line a king 1 
Edgar; calb'd Atheling ; the rightful lord 5 


Don gr ada * oY 


* CY 9 
. * * 
+ © EET” Ne 


Raymond. 


bh, "Mkt Thee? 
| | an orphan you 


RT: Think h tn,” 
Or 105 1 8 0 Gute * 


Nur M 


8 * Had I known this, 
F wou'd have ſerv'd him hourly on my knees: 
O noble fir, direct me where to ſeek him, 
How er him to theſe peaceful ſhades. 


* f IS: 3: 3Oft } f 16 — © 1, 46T 
| D W I N. 


Not for the world; no, if we meet again, 
Back to the Engliſh camp he ſhall repair: 
The ſcene of all his hopes: Oh fuch' form 
Of majeſty with youthful beauty grac'd, 

He was the ſoldier's idol; ſuch a fpirit 
Beam'd from his eyes, his preſence like the ſun 


Gladden'd beholders hearts. 4 
| RAY M,0.N by; 
: I have a millels,. 
A young and beauteous lady 8 


E Di. 


Name her nat, 


The foarce of all-my ſhame : Shall it be ſaid = 
«0 That 


Taz BATTLE « dy nsr 4 


That Edwin raid his foverei 2n to the rhrans, 

. Only to place a ſiſter at his ale Ev 
Periſh the thought | Now learn a mighty ſecret— 
Matilda loves him ; Harold's matchleſs daughter 
Loves Edgar Atheling ; her dower a kingdom : 
Therefore no talk of Edmund and Edwin, 
e Hema Now, Raymond, had f 

g 

My ſecret in a light and leaky boſon, 
Better my ſword ſhou'd a 6p it up at once 
And take it back again But thou art honeſt. 


RAYMOND. 


Loew were not wont to doubt me. 


ED vi. 
Nay, Iwill not. 


Hah ! what is this ? who bade this muſic forth? 
(Clariuets at a diſtance. 


"RAYMOND. 
My lord] 1 know not. 11017 1.4120 mad Þ1 
6 E N. 


| Whence proceeds ic? Mak. 


Rarmond. 


my ear fail not, from the beachen groove, 


Weſt of king Alfred's tower. 
3 FED 
LAG, Lead to the place. 


i. (Exeunt. 
* -+ Ed gar 


+ Fh BATILE on HASTINGS: 
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* N 9 NG : * Dk 6 N. #45 14 5 I 18 Ft 1 2 


Now breathe'a ftrain, if yo . rude "Os will let 


12 n y 
Soft as à lover's 8 +6 N V You re too loud — 


ee eee eee 


Fellows, dae ; 2 Edeins! 
+ (Alina rear, at 4 window. 


* 531011915 
14 (1,1 
Epwin a, 


mM Edmund ! 
Oh, I have nerds a long age of abſence. 


, | £ E D 8 AR. 
ee th and make dete few ſhore womens 
Arn. bleſt. | 
Rar; 0 "oy s 5h 


How ſhall I come? Tear down theſe tha 
And leap into thine {eps | What ſhall I do? 


EDGAR. | 
I to the caſtle gate and Ace avirs 
- of; ii to. en. 5 


By ll ay oj the caſtle gate is open; To 
Deſcend ; be witt | ti? 17705 11250 ifs ga mort 10, 
HIP JEL Tor SAT FOTO 08 n 1 B/ 


Eo | 1 2 50 51 T 
10 1 16411 7 

| As thine: own thoughts, 1 
She diſappears. 


>. bon f | «EDGAR, 


Tas BATTLE or HASTINGS. + 


vd db kehr y a 
Small elf, who by the glow-worm's twinkling light, 
Fine fairy-finger'd child, can'ſt ſlip the holt, 
While the crammi'd warden ſnores, this is thy 
3 doing. 8 10 . | 
Lo, where ſhe comes, ſo breaks the mornirig forth, 
Bluſhing and breathing odours g- 
n | O thou trembler, 
Reſt on my faithful boſom ; faireſt, tell me, 
Still doſt thou love ? ſpeak, is thine Edmund 
welcome? 


;  EDwiNa. 


Is the ſun welcome to the wakeful eyes 
Of the wreckt mariner, when o'er the waves 
The long- expected dayſpring of his hope, 
Mounts in the worſhipt eaſt — But why comes 

Edmund 
Thus wrapt in darkneſs at this ſecret hour 
As to a guilty meeting? 1 5 
Fee 4%? 2 
OH, Tis the hot 

Sacred to love and me, ere noiſy labour 
Wakens the ſin, while yet the fairy elves 
Dance in their dewy rounds ; the filent hour 
Before the lark her ſhrill- ton d matins ſings, | 
Or morning iſſues from the nuptial eaſt, 
And to the boſoms of the nurſing hours 
The new-born day commits It is the hour 
When every flying minute ſhould be wafted 
Back to the ſkies on downy wings of love. 


C | EOowWwINA. 


IS. 


10 Taz BATTLE 


 BESTAR BATES 


OF HASTINGS. 


EDWIN A. 
Away, your words affright me; you conſort 
With mad ambition, Edmund, and your love 
So gentle once, is like the wars you follow, 
Fiery and fierce m-. ³ ũnr at; 


'EDGA KR 


Inſtruct me in thy wiſhes ; 
Tell me what love ſhou'd be. 5 


E DWIü VNA. 


Love ſhou'd be pure, 
Harmleſs as pilgrims kiſſes on the ſhrines 
Of virgin martyrs; holy as the thoughts 
Of dying ſaints, when angels hover o'cr them; 
Harmomous, gentle, ſoft ; | ſuch love ſhou'd be, 
The zephyr, not the whirlwind, of the foul.” 
SOOT” CH 103 CEN" 2 re 


14 


= r 
Yes, but my love, like never-ending time, 
Will neither be determin'd, nor deſctibd. 
The poet by the magic of his ſong 
Can charm the liſt'ning moon, aſcend the ſpheres, 
And. in his airy and extravagant flight _ 
| Belt wide creation's round; yet can he never 
Invent that form of words to ſpeak my paſſion. 
2 EUNIN A, rr THE eee 
n ii? LEES an +8 
If fuch your paſſion, why this ſecret meet ng; 
Why ktalk of ſilent hours? Let carth and heaven 
Look on and witneſs to your love ! ſo truth, 
So nature ſpeaks ; I Kno. no other language. 


of 


EDGAR. 


142 1 


Tur BATTLE or HASTINGS. 11 


Evan. 


Oh, that the chrone of this proud realm were 


mine, 


That I mighs ſay befor Gin dee ing world, 4 
Aſcend, my lovely bride, and wy a queen, 


bo viv. 


A queen! what idle dreams perplex thy fancy? 
Are there no Nenne for the poor and humble? 


EDGAR. 


ves, but a — 8 clas | 


 EpwiNna. 


A brother's curſe! 
Doth he not love thee, wait upon thee hourly, 
Talk of thee ever, bend down his proud ſpirit 
Ev'n to à vaſſal's homage ? Nay, by heav'n, 
With an idolatry of foul he loves thee ; . 
And ſhall he not applaud me for my choice? 


EDGAR. 
He will renounce thee, hate thee for thy choice. 
'EDwiNa. 


Away, I'll not believe it: hate, renounce ! 
It cannot be; hence with this dark reſerve, 
If thou know'ſt aught, whichhonour ſhou'd unfold, 
I do conjure As ſpeak ; tho' late, confeſs. 


TY" ev 
Zee: F 


"EpGaR. 


By heav'n, thy brother — 
C 32. (EDwin 


12.4 Twp) IRON: 


| bal Rn wa, culert Nau. * ! 

Ar it 110 | v7 8 

tee fi JOY VO EUA N. 111 YA 

Axe you e ſir? 

ol ſhame, Shame, Ray 1. this the friend, the 
Haye J deer d chis foal — ? | 

; | E'v 94. 
ga ORNN ne If to love 1 
The beſt; che faireſt of her ſex i is baſe 1 931911 


Vile and ingrateſul; if it be a fin 
Morning and eve to name ber in 1 my prayers, 
F Lend gas. MIB Yo 


3; 1 


bb, end 003.01 


57 ms ] n. 


] fo 4 You bug | 
The weaknefs of a fond unguarded orphan, 
Parlying in ſecret by the moon's pale hem: 
The tendereſt —— that withers at the breete, 
Or, if the amorous ſun but ſteal a kiss. 
Drops its ſoft head and dies, is not more frail 
Than maiden reputation; tis a mirror 


* the firſt K defiles. 
einn W01l7 41 
Edam i: bas III z 
Look at that form: 


With all thy cold philoſo 5 ſurvey it, 
And: wonder, if thou can ſt, why e 


Enw4 x. 


Away, nor vex my too, too patient ſpirit. // 
With this fond. rhap ody: Hence, and to horſe! 
Buckle afreſh, your Bhaering SMU Ng! gil 1. 


or 


51 


Taz BATTEE' er HASTINGS: f rg; 


For England, not Edwina, Bon devhdpds vou. 
Buy your ny fs lighted oath I do 2 yau, 
By all the N calls honeſt,” by your hopes, 
Come to the c ieee 
The ſun, which riſes yonder in the Eaſt. 


Goes not more ſurely to his en ning Gaye 
Min mine. 400 Zirl 5 11400 


E OA. 


IL, I obey your ſummons, * 
Fierce fin warrior in yand beachen grore 
Stands my capariſon d and ready ſtecdꝰ/ ) 
There on the trunk, whoſe living bark records 
My lov'd Edwina's name, hangs up my ſword, 
My mailed corſlet and my plumed creſt, 
With all the proud apparel oß the war: 
When I am furniſhed, ſhall court admittance . 
To this fair preſence and implore a ſmile, 
As my laſt parting bqon,, which if obtain'd, 
Nor ſpells, nor taliſmans ſhall be ſo RS, 
To ſhield'my boſom in the bleeding field. 
As the ew! magic of Ebrins's N 0 


ry 
lig 3 "3 14 46 f't 


Tt 


" Evwina. | 


If thou haſt love or pity in thy 1 
Return, and tell the reſt. 


. wel EAA. | I 
nobag death, to part! (Eck.) 
Eb WIN A. 


Now; ſtern adioniſher, I ſee ey late, 
And Doin bear it with what 75 k * 


Not lightly, as 8 preſcribe 


* 
"4 


To 


14" Tur BATTLE or HASTINGS. 


To others, when theniſelyey are well at eaſe, 
But deeply, feelingly, as one ſhou'd do, 
Whoſe heart by nature and by love made ſoft ; 
With nee and unkindneſs now is rent. 


a 


' You love and you avow um * n! 
What is there in the ſcope of human means, 
Which my providing foreſight hath not ſummon'd 
To fence off this deſtruction? Loft Edwina ; 
Hath not thy brother, like a faithful pilot, - 
Sounded this dang'rous coaſt, where rocks 8525 

ſnallows | 
Wait for the wreck of honour's coſtly teien? 
Have I not pointed to the baneful quarter, 
Whence cold and blaſting rinnen e 
wing thy beauty's bloom? 


EvDwina. 


Thou haſt, my brother, 8 
Thou haſt done all that man cou d do to laue me, 
But heav'n is over all. | 


\ 


EDWIX. 


When laſt we parted, | 
Thou helpleſs orphan, what was den mY dude 


n c . "EIB, 


You caution'd me againſt unwary love; 
You warn'd me how I liſten'd, how I oak,” 
"Twas a vain warning; I had look'd and liſten 'd, 
And whilſt I open'd my weak bert to pity, 

1 let in love PI. * 50 


* 


Taz BATILE or Nang 15 


1 | | 
"You tet in madneſs. 


EpWIVA. 45 


Did you not pity? I have ſeen your eyes, 
Unus'd to weep, turn fountains as they gaz'd ! 
Did you not love? Your very ſoul was 105 und- 83 
I know you'll call it friendſhip ; ſo did GN. 
But find too late *twas love.” 50 

ED WI Nu. 


nt 2290] 434 4,1. 1344 Cult WOTY | 
For hope it muſt be n never; call it death. 
Sure ſome malignant planet ruPd thy birth, 
And thou art doom'd to nothing but diſaſter; ; 
Three nights and days thy widow'd mother travail'd 
With fruitlefs pangs, the fourth ſucceeding morn 
She bleſt her new- born murderer and expir d; 
Then, as tis ſaid, my father's ſhade did walk; 
Then on the weſtern tower the ominous owl 
Scream d at mid-day, the faithleſs miſletoe 


4 1 17 


From its maternal oak untwin ' di its mn due 
And dropt without a blaſt. nd gg? 
EDwW1NA. 


+ = No more; but ſtrike; 
Mine is 1 crime to be belov'd by Edmund : 
Draw forth thy ſword and ſtrike it to my heart 
That rebel heart, which will not be peru 
But, ſpite of death and Edwin, dares to love. 
Why 99. thou ole ? 


EDI. 


Strike to thy heart! O harror !- 
Not 


16 Tit BATTLE. or HASTINGS. 


Not if an angel viſibly deſcended, 
And err me e * Mew. 


an 
e thou not kill me ? 


5 heav'n, teste bit nem thee to de Lord 4 
Of a and earth. 9 ' 
ED A. 


Then take me to thine arms, a! 

For nil thou we me ; ſtill thou art my brorh 
pj dy Ge 
EDUWI x. e 2 

dem dy brother Ai; and hold thy: love” 4 
Dearer than relicks of departed ſaints, 20.4 
Richer than hoarded piles of worſhipt Jene: 1 
Come then and ſeele content in ſome calm — 
Some fitent convent from the world withdrawn, 
Where pray'r and penance make atonement ſure, 
Where meditation communing with heaven 
Shall ſooth the rebel paſſions into peace, 
Refine the ſoul and conquer love itfelf. 


A s * O0 ol 
Kore. 
* 8 $$$ 4142.4 L ab 


| Talk notofcells and convents4 Iam Edmund's. 


2 (1. 
EDI. JETT SH a I; . 11. 


Thou muſt forget the wy n of Edmund. 


ED IVA. 1 fot 
Hs — . eee declare. 


A | EDwWIV. 


T BATTLE or HASTINGS. 17 
„ aher (os 15 1 11/7 


es 12299 11 10 DA 
There is a cauſe, a 4 1 Felt, by heav'n, 


And crown'd with deathleis, glory: Search no 
further ; 


ods hour: he ee returũ thou to thy reſt— 


Oc. go, erer n ben . , 
111693 big RA. 


toe is 4.8 (alone) 


A YI 1 


Why then it ſhall be ſo + Let him to battle; 
Tear js aſunder—l can only diem: 
When Jam gone, his fame ſhall be erl. 

So when the bleak and wintry tempeſt rends 

The mantling ivy from the worſhipr ſides 

Of ſome, aſpiring tower, where late it hung; 
The ſtately, —4 as with a ſullen ſcorn, 
From its proud height looks down. upon che wreck, 
And diſencumber' d from its feeble gueſt, |. .,: 
Baresars hyped. boſom. and, defies the. ora, ORE 


nit 3 DIRE 7 a Yi it Ty "#4 7 


n enters arw'd 1 battle. 


THEE 


1151 „Bl Gn. 


Alen]. O happy ghanes! at thy fond bidding 
Obedient I return. g 


2 aummb ts 1% in 


| EDWINA. 
R. | ür. 474 
Hah! what art thou? 
2170 nun be to nt | 
E · A u. 
Doſt thou not know me ? Am I nor 
446 55t } Edmund? "444 80 


inn D "OE 


is Tax BATTLE or HASTIN Gs. 


rer 


EDA 4. 


7017 N 3 OFT SF 


E D A. 


con what new name thou wilt: Let 1 me be 
any thing, 
80 tis yo what you Lye, I hal be happy. 


* 4 3 1 1 


e tis loſt—] muſt forget that name. 


1 , 


- 


#3p92R yqgen 212: D WIN A. 


Are theſe the ſoft Fabien of lune b vob 
This high proud plumage, theſe blood-ſtained 


arms? 


Go to the miſtreſs — . you Bd 00 ; 
And talk no more of love. 
cart ] e A R. | NA! iT) 


wh Ich 

By heaw'n I love thee 

More than the fur-burnt eth loves ſoft'ning 
ſhowers, 

More than new-ranſom'd captives love 1 
Or dying martyrs, breathi Fforch their ſouls, 
The acclamations of who ic hoſts op "angels. 
; 17 Dis To 


oe TE 


- Whyihen leaves Edmund what 05 we ell ke Wives? 


3K 


of! Dns + 
E o 0 AR. 


But to return more worthy of that love; 
Can I, oh tell me, can thine Edmund ſleep 
In theſe calm haunts, whilſt war's inſulting ſhout, 
Fills the wide cope of heav'n, and every b bla: 
That thro? this ſolitary-foreſt howls, 
Wafts to my ear my country's dying groans * 2 
Evin A. 


„ 


Ski Ako A 1 
Tus BATTLE or HASTINGS, 19 
41 * o 
E o WINA, 
41 4.1804 D. „ein A301 21: bln © 
If groans can move thee, why ſo deaf to mine ? 
Myſterious youth, or now at once reſolve me, 
Or now for ever go; Who and what art thou ? 
Why does my brother wreſt thee from my ſight ? 
And why with that ſtern brow am I commanded 
(Vain fruitleſs mandate) to forget my Edmund, 
Forget thy very name and that dear hour, 
When firſt he brought thee to theſe happy ſcenes? 
What tender charges did he then impoſe ! 
How did his tongue run over in thy praiſe, / 
Till, honourin Edmund for a brother's ſake; 
I ſoon perceiv'd I lov'd him for his own. | 
ide | ; : | 


ED GAR. 


Oh, there is ſuch perſuaſion in thy looks, 
I ſhall forget myſelf and tell thee all. 

 Epwinxa. parts 3k 
Twas then that Edwin told us thou waſt ſprung 
From the beſt blood which England's Iſle cou'd 

loheaty ood: eee 21 

He ſaid that thou waſt Edgar's neareſt friend, 
That with his crown thy fortunes had been loſt ; 
Bade vs reyere thee, love thee as the king, 
For thiat ſo cloſe an union knit your ſouls, 
Edgar and thou were one, 


; vol} 1004 ED GAR 

1990} hot 5 151 | 
„And truth he told, 

| Por Hai Edgar; I am England's king. 

4 / X FO 46 * = + 
ene or; DILL. 
King! thou the king! + 
+ WV EDGAR. 


26 Twi AT TEE vr HASTINGS. 


ED AR. 


EDwiNna. 


147 (After a pauſe, fhe finks 
1443032  flowly on ber knees. 
T's heavens confirm your right, and build 
our fortune 
To its deſerved greatneſs; on my knees 
I * a bleſſing on you, but for pity 
Mock me no more, it is not noble in you, 


And torfures my poor heart. 
Epcar. 
| Fear me, Edwi na, | a. 
RITES & A n 95 
| WA 252. * 149.9 2 may 6 gh 


Fly m me, diſown me, leave me ta my fate 3 


EDGan. 


No, by this fond brace I ſwear to live 
For thee alone; when I forſake Edwina, 
Let me chronicled to lateſt ages 
For vile and falſe.--Remember'd in thy prayers, 
As with impenetrable armour fene de 
Fearleſs I part; faireſt, and beſt, farewel1:- 1 // 
May each good ſpirit of the night and day 
Watch round thee houely 3 and Edwina! 


End e 4. r, 4 A. 


CY F 
14g} 
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i009: 


ACTI. SCENEL 
The Engli FR 


Tent with * 
Banners of Sts 


SITY O31 Ca = 


Bow aaa EDA. IN 


ED Wn. 


Eomunn, your ſteed is feather-footed, light 
As goſſamour, and you, methinks, did ride, 

As you'd o'ertake the cauriers of the ſky, 
Hors'd on the ſightleſs winds : The —_ yet 


fleeps; | . vi] 
We have — the hour. | OLE. 


22 24 
3911 01 * . C «4 


| 10 Mark, Edwin, mark, 4 
How lovingly the ſtrumpet winds ſalute. _ 
Theſe flanting banners of the Earl of Kent: 
Teach me ſome patience—O ye miniſtring Yor 
Where did you vhile uſurpation grew . 


To this proud hei * 


'BA4WH 1 Das Da. hots oh OE, tat: 
EDw1N. 


No more: r remember, Sir, 
Ton are a ſubject here. 


EDGAR, 


21 dBA nf Eo liesse 


EDGAR. 


. .a © » King Edmund's r 
Can he be ſubject 5 Goodwyn's ſon? 
If thou wouldi teach that leſſon, luice theſe: veins 
And wad, out Fired 8 Wat. | 


I iO 11 


. 15 


You are too loud: 
Here comes Northumberland, a fiery ſpirit, 
Which fourſcore winters have not yet extinguiſht: 
I pray you, though he be your houſe's foe, + 
Bear yourſelf gently tow "08 him, twill be wiſdom. 


Enter NogTHUMBRRLAND, SieyRIC, wanne, 
| and others. A N29 160 x 


NoRTHUMBERLAND. 


The king not forth yet! Oh, it is the ſoul |. 
Of diſcipline to harneſs with the ſun; 
Can'ſt thou not, Siffric, call to mind the day 
When with a handful of Northumbrian kerns 
I foil'd the king of Scots on Tweda's brink ? 


Twas on Saint Jude betimes. 


NokTHUMBERLAND. 


The grey-ey'd morn | 
Laugh'd to behold the vaunting ſluggard fly, 


As we did hollow him with hunter's cries 

Back to his native wilds. Soft, who are theſe ? 

The faction of young Edgar: Said you not 

Fheſe men had fled the camp But ſs. wert 
comes 8 


Mercia, the princely brother of our Bing. * 
Earl 


Tus BATTLE or HASTINGS. 23 


Earl of 1 with attendants. 


ge of i\Mzzc1a. 


Wartiors, % well met: health and à ha "wy morn! 
And may the ſun, which dances on your plumes, 
Still with new glories gild your co ne ring e 1 


The king not yet abroad ! ſtill on his knees 
For his dear people's s Take. —How wears the day? 


NoaTuvMB3ALAND- me 


Prince, till our royal leader ſhall come forth 
There is no day: Let him onge ſound to battle, 
On piles of Norman ſlain we'll build him altars 
High as Olympus; in the battle's ſnout | 
Well chant our morning oraiſons ſo loud, 
That heav'ns high vault all echoe with the peal. 


e 


How ede we el heav'ns favor 
guard us, | 
And wg off the old adage ! 


'S a 
A4 = 


_Epwin. 
he more rar 
And let his humour pak ei LNG 
EpoAA. 
x EE? 7 Hang him, vain dotard, 
I ficken at his fol. | 
Yo 386% | kevin, | 
* 0h 00 See!] the King. 


1 7 107 5 ſuddenly: draw 6 aa 
King Harold appears : He F forward. . 


ING. 


| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
| 


„ n BATELE —— 


ede les 98 ee e e 
. Nobles, all hail: Oo Goht 'of fopful 3 
For ſuffering ;Pattior band of worthies 


onfederate by the holieſt league on car 

o the beſt deareſt cauſe): How ſay you; friends, 
Stand your hearts with us for immediate battle; 
Do they all beat to the ſame martial meaſure, 


And ſhall we forth at once? 
„use DL An Aten u Aal] chi 7L þ 
| ORTHUMBERLAND. 
2 OL EIT: ee 


Seize. your bright One gallant countrymen, 
And let us drive theſe hungry wolves before wy / 
Home to their howling forcits, Aeon bi; ah 


SOT 40 2 e dus Lil D #1 fe £6 NINA vi 
211 Ci + 1 09 ö | LL uo. 79 1 
2 Valiant . - 


You hear nn renown'd in ih, ” 


Is there amongſt us one who vou 8 


To meaſures of more cautian? _ 
81 F F-R1'C. £8) N NM. 34 
111150 


4 5 My 3 Luo 
Well hath n advis'd for battle; © 
Of friends, of fame abandon'd be the man, 
Who checks the warrior's artour and impoſes 


Vile coward fears beneath the maſk of caution. 


911 Tin! 8731: 4 
E. all r ih HT 
I muſt confeſs my reaſon is not caught 
— empty — nor can I give my voice 
rate and immediate battle: 7 


K* foe, Mead Ir, is ſixty thouſand ſtrong, 
By E led and trahiid Munk Rb 


5 Snatch 


PM BAT FIE 8, HASTINGS. +2; 
Snatch your bright ſpeære Hes bold Northumber- 
And chck tel r e wee have 
And wit 30 not 57 bor word, ee. 
Ke Ae 


a od Now by my fe, 
Lid, thy heart is not with England's cauſe, 


V9 0 2113! 124  EpgGak 
Not with his Ane 's cauſe! Northumbe 
—— t as Hercules, a 
And I no better than th edd'amady-03 2:14 


Ev'n ſuch a wither'd palſied thin 74 as tliou art, 
Yet wou'd I tell thee to thy teeth 'tis falſe ; 
As wide as loweſt hell ſtarids off from heav'n, 


W froni truth. 


Strrrie 


Who talks of trum? 
Where was your truth laſt night, when, like a ſpy; 
darkling, alone, and as * Tal unſcen, 
ou lea t the ttench anc d fled? 


0 Was 61 


* Set out the liſts, 
115 pes le then {ce if I can err 
Thou daſtardly reviler. 


FR KING. 


A e > ade) wells: 
Why haſt chou 115 our at, Where 2 with 


bias thou — ae a 


Do dat, 
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ne Rd o A: lis 
; "Ate there nd hours . 
Amiqdſt teen Tacred to love, Op 


To friendſhip, to repoſe ? I am no Fu * 

Nor this my noble friend; let it fufce 

I come a voluntary friend to claim, 

The privilege of my 1 

And die for HBngland.s" 

Dr,, 11:17 oi ti mrron ei 
Nod Twomvnniane, 


Periſh he who would not! 
This is the friend, my liege, of outlan'dEdifhr, 
Of whom report prevails that he now harbours / 
Somewhere within this rr let him be qutſ- 
n tion d. * #14 51 9 9.1 


K. Soul 6 


Not for another empire. O Nordhiimberland, 
Buy gentle habits let us draw mens hearts, 
And bind them to us not enforcedly, 
Burt lovingly and freely—Hark, our trumpet ! 
Welcome, brave Reginald, what win earn 
T o our defiaice ? 


* 


ai a 7 HOO 
Racinalo, pls 
Thuis he bids me fay, | 07 


Tales with the ſun he will expect ou 
Army gainſt army on the plains of Haſtings 


KIM o. 
Hear ye this, lords? Oh turn upon the ſoe 
Thoſe eyes that interchange their angry fires. 


Shall it be fo, brave friends? ? What Tays ion 


Edmund? *: eee 


Tm BATILE or HASTINGS.) 55: 
En 6:4 | 


There is my e orrow be our witneſs» 
Who ventures f. Nel is eg 8 a 
Edmund or Siffric. 


Roan *. 


N. 1 | When we re call'd to arms 
For England 8 ſafety, private feuds ſhou'd ceaſe, 
n , A 


Y N » 


; Kino. 


Oh, let us bring one heart to this great cauſe ; 
Thus banded, who ſhall break us? To ꝓour paſts 
As friends-and ſoldiers ; let diſſenſion die, 

Learn ſilence of the foe, and keep good watch. 
So farewel all Edmund. (. Erxeunt lords. 


IBN EDGAR. 
Wat wills the King? 


„92 | 2 K 1 N GC. V3. 4 ! 

. Studi a Ude Wou d thou cou dg love we. 
Edmund, 

As well as thou lov'ſt Edgar: Why doſt Poa me 

As thou wou'dſt-meaſure me from heel to head? 

I never dig thee wrong : If thou haſt ſorrows, 

Give them to me; I'm loaded hard with cares, 

For — King; thine is a private lot, 

Thou may'ſt be free and happy. Gallant Earl, 

Wür ch. commit thy noble charge tc to me?t̃ 

I wou'd be e with —_ 

3 'E DWI N. 4 

Rar Raj fr,. 

'The Anereſt 1 hed in him is thine: 3 

"ns remember - 


F 


"1990 21 Rune. 14117199 toro _ : 
Fg e e F. 
| vito / me. | 
Evin 1. 5 
n M97 1 * 15 
| % ird 95 
mcg T 25 | _ Klaue, King . 
erna +I 7 ind} of 


As Zack & going aut, Lurk Wa urator, whe 
* waited in the back ſeene, calls to him. 


; WalTnzor.. | BF, 
1 urn, noble Edwin ; fook 1 upon a blend. 


1 
«wv 5 


E * w W. | 
"N fic, Lord Waltheof 2. act 2108 
$ 81 1:3 tan 9viil 
. am e 
Haye you then forgot 


How oft in early youth bn Avon's banks 
We wak'd the echoes with our rural ſports? 
Have you forgot our mutual binding dat 
To royal Edgars cauſe? Ex'n now my heart 
True to its former fires expanded fwells 

An labours with af ſecond, birth of love. 


Ep g. Ai me 1] emos 


8 Nen N anyoy 216) 1 
Where was e eee day; | 
When Severn's ſtream ran purple with the blood - 


Of 9 murder d friends ? Where was your 
lov 


E 
When at the fide of ſtern Northumbettajt | 1's 
" Nouns defiance * me? Art Goo bs 


*" The 


* 


Tw BATTER vw HASTINGS,” 15 


The verieſt courtier that erꝭ pag d the heels 
Of pride: ſwoln majeſty 2 * 


WALTHEOF. N 


Were I the 
So ſupple to ambition's ſordid uſe, 

So abject as thou mak'ſt me, what forbids 
= [ ſhou'd ſeize the lucky inſta ch 4 
anne ear of te king and *. 


What voy dl thop tell him} 


WALTHEOP, 


What 1 chat Edmund i ww 
But for the world's worth I'll not damn my honour: 
Live Edgar but till Waltheof ſhall berray him, 
— he muſt be immortal. | 


1 


— . %. 


| go) + EOD rr of $9 opyt 


Art thou rathful : 
1 adde ches? Oh, if thou betray'ſt him 
Nats you torments dire enough to plague thee., 


"WaLTHEOF. 
Come I am in thy boſom---Learn a truth; 
This young Minerva, whom our Engliſh Jove 
| Lead an . be * | 
07 2 1 E DI N. | 
tear I do believe thee _ 
known tl $ 


Fr 


And c e 


1 


3 —n 
*!1126 N ne NN 427 


14 "Wy ne ove l 


40 11 1 N 


An . * . 
rt thou Cure of that? 


Fic, 74 20 „un 
fl te eg: F arty xt l 7 = wm 


— 1:44 Iba. D 41 py D217 1104 


Have I fight, hearing, do I Ng and wake ? 
Her very ſaul 4 1s Edmund's. '{ 


To nina. 


Sg gt eee 
+ Grant ſhe like: 
Can a, be N = returns her love ? 
vn. 4 wet Wau r Aron, de ary; J 


Does the = warm the.beſom that he ſhines on 5 
So muſt her beauty Edgar: Mark my _ 
The king to ſuperſtition-muchlinclines ; - 
Peering, in. muſty eggs and fables ; 


_ Confulting with Nase“ d  ſeers, | Ip FO 
Di ers and interpr cters ol dc . , w % 1 > ” 
Omens and prodigies. | A 

E D . 1 x.” 
IST Tis ever ſhag 25 
When the mind's ill at 2 ow 8 


Wairupor 


is 4 
An ancient W See be ee 


Duncan his name; ev'n ſuch a man, A white 


And reverend with age, as might impoſe 
Credulity 


/ = 


Credulity upon the warieſt: kim, 


By the enchlath monarch deem'd_ 
Oracotar, will I diſpoſe to Tpedk | 
Of Edgar and Ki right=—— x ok Hat g 
na Bowen 
"Break of; behold | 
The s COmens « i= 2 1 
IV {207 8210 Wörns 18575 ood 142) - , 


Look, Edwin, what a form 
Of penſive-majeſty : - Mark'd you that ſigh ; . 
Thoſe eyes, love 8 oracles? Poor ſtricken deer, 
The —_— is in thy heart. 


* 


* i 3 
Let us withdraw. 
0000 (Exeunt. 
M hes with ber Attendants. A Guard. 
e Saban eg e 
Soller, dcabef⸗ your charge extends no forth, 
Sabina ! (The Cuarũ goes of. 


IZLE x 


What commands * gracious lady? 


M ATILDA, 
* 
8 told me on the way you had a fait ;. 8 
What Can my faithful ATA aſk in yain, 254 


fn tar „ 0 = 0 „ 


e wm 78 « 894 98 
5 


Ul 


| * 84 An 817 8 ” 
| tr 
Tis for a fringes, not ourſelves, Fre ak: A 
A virgin ſuitor 0 0 vulgar mein, N 


But fair in ſpeech and feature; one who bears 

The port and ſemblance of il illuſtrious birth; 

Tho farrow- rock ne waining with een. 
1 1 unt! 


Have you denied her aught ? ah; if you lg" 
Or but demurr'd, me and yourſelves you've 


b wrong'd 
And fut ler une: MU 


$ 41 4% 


In theſe rude times protection and met 
| Into our NAPPY number, 17 


Marr b. 1151; iin / 


Bring her to us. * 
( Exeunt al but bu. 


Sabina, ſtay ; there's pity in thine eyes, 
If this poor ſtranger can provoke theſe Urops, 101 
My griefs will diown thee quite. | | 


845184. 
Alas, what woud'ſt thov ? 


MaTiuDA. 3 


What would I? be the pooreſt thing on earth, 
Poorer than her whoſe miſeries you weep for, 
Be any thing, ſo I were free withal: | 
Then might I ſee him, wait upon him, watch 

And pay him hourly worſhip. On our way 
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As I did meet the king, and bent my knee, 

As is my morning cyſtom, why, Sabina, 

When F diſcover'd ſtanding at his ſide _ 

Young Edmund's bright and blooming 1 form be- 
fore me, rh 

Why did my heart, as with a ſudden Kap, 

Spring to my trembling _ s and ſtop my tongue, 

That wou'd have beg'd a bleſſing ? — ſenſe 

Revolted from its office; my rapt ſoul 


Fled at my eyes; I fainted, on #Y. 9 


* 
rer. ** 


Taping 


Ah fatal chance, that ever you how's rite kim! 


MarTiLDA. 


r and deeper finks the mortal ſhaft; 
My boſom's peace is loſt. Once I was happy; 
Clear and ſerene my life's calm current ran, 
While ſcarce a breezy wiſh provok'd its tide ; 
Down the ſmooth flood the tuneful paſſions fell 
In eaſy lapſe and ſlumber'd as they paſs d. 
Now What a change is wrought! O love, in 1 
Thou art indeed a child, in power a God. re 


How now, What ſtranger's this? 


EDwina enters, introduced by the Ladies of 
 MaTiLDa's tram. 


You have forgot, 
The maid we ae of. 


dre ALS Ov 


101 934 % * A * TL D A. 


; Pray you pardon me WY 7 


Stran — ry {ear not. I can ſce N 
9 5 „ pre 'F Thon 


3s Tas BATTLE or HASTINGS, 


Thou art not us'd to-aſk, and yet thy looks 
Plead moſt enforcingly: If thou doſt need 
Such ſhelter as theſe humble coverings give, 
Here in the rear of danger thou may'ſt dwell, - 


Ang Joip thy Prayers to our's. 9 


EDwina. 


Thanks, 1000 lady, | 
In yon fair vale, while peace was there, I dwelt; 
One only brother chear'd my orphan ſtate, 

And rich in flocks and herds ſerene we liv'd : 
Him, the ſupport and ſolace of my life, 

Stern duty's iron hand hath wreſted from me, 
And ſomewhere in this mighty camp he wars, 
What was for me deſerted and forlorn ? 

With one old faithful ſervant forth I came, 
Led ſlowly on thro' unfrequented paths 
To her, whoſe fame is bruited thro” the land, 
Whoſe . gentleneſs and pity climb heay'n's court, 
Like an accepted ſacrifice. 


MaT1iLDA. 


1 No more. 

Praiſe undeſerv'd, what is it but reproach? 
(This maid wou'd ſeem leſs noble than the 1 
Au. 


How muſt I call thee, ſtranger? 


ENA. 
Athelina. 


(O heav'nly god of truth, be not extreme 
With thine offending creature, but accept 
Neceſſity my plea. ) | ( Ade. 


M4 1 11 DK. 
| Fair Athelina, 


Such welcome as theſe angry times allow, ; 
Freely 
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Freely thou haſt :- Ours 18'no-life of eaſe; 
We muſt awake before the morning dawn, 
Or look to have our llumbers broke tomorrow, 


When theſe vaſt armies which thou'ſee'ſt ſhall | 


oin, 

Rending heavn's concave with their rival ſhouts 
In terrible confliction. 
EDWINA. 1 

| Power ſupreme ! 
Whoſe word can bid the gathering clouds diſperſe, 
Smooth the vext boſom of the furrow'd ſea, 
And chain the ſtubborn and contentious winds, 
When they unſeat the everlaſting rocks i 
And caſt them to the ſky, wilt thou permit 
Thy creature man thus to deface thy works ? 
Or is he ſtronger and in leſs controull 
Than theſe fierce elements? il #74 


Fl 


MATII DA. 
Baaniſh complaint, 

Take hope into thy heart, and every thought 
Drive far away, that can infect the mind 
With fear's unnerved ague. Tis the cauſe, 
The cauſe, which ſanctifies the warrior's zeal ; 
It is our country's juſt maternal claim 
On all her ſons to fight in her defence. 


 EDWINA. 


I will not whiſper to the babbling winds 
My ill-tim'd fears, but huſh them in my breaſt, 
And ſmile on ſorrow, tho' my ſad heart break. 


MarIL DA. 


Ah, am not Ja woman like thyſelf? 
Doth thy heart tremble for a brother's life, 4 
* An 
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And ſhall a father's plant no cares in mine? 
What haſt thou more at ſtake, unleſs perchance 
Thy flocks and herds in yon ſequeſter'd vale, 
Thy peaceful calm content outweighs a crown. 


EDwina. 


Ah, Edmund, Edmund, why did'ſt thou forſake 
me ? 2 


MATILDA. 
Whom doſt thou name? 


ED WIN A. | 
Le n I pray you pardon me, 
The ſad remembrance of an abſent friend | 
Drew after it a ſhort unheeded ſigh, 
The laſt which! will utter. | 


M ATILD A, : A 

„ Much I fear 
Thou haſt untold afffictions, ſecret grief, 
Which ſwell that boſom and KOT rt ſighs, 
But, come, thy tender frame 2 8 8 poſe, 
And theſe kind friends will lead thee to their tents, 
Tomorrow, virgins, we muſt teach our throats 
A loftier ſtrain, and to the ſounding harp 
With ſongs of victory hail the riſing morn, 


75 $40 


End of the Second A. 
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5007 msd Heat 
1 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
Scene as before. 


'EDwiNn and WAaLTHEOS. 


WALTHEOF. 


Lo, he hath dropt the curtain of his tent, 
Which tokens privacy: Duncan is there; 
I have arm'd the fiery zealot for the charge 
With all the ſtars of heaven at his command, 
To rouſe the ſleeping conſcience of the king: 
That done, my turn Nen to mount the breach 
Waere ſuperſtition enter'd, whelm his ſoul 
With To's wrongs, and then *twixt hope and 
2 ear N 
Fix this fair project. 


Edwin. 


Oh beware, Lord Waltheof, 
In Edgar's veins runs the laſt hallow'd ſtream 
Of royal Alfred's blood. | 


W A Ls 


k 8 my. — * — — 
1 —. . A ³˙ . . 


j 
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 WALTHEOF. 


What can defeat us? 

Matilda's paſſion makes our purpoſe ſure ; 
And for the King—bur hark, he's coming forth— 
( Exeunt. 


Duncan comes haſtily out of the tent, followed by 
| the King. 


MA inte 'K1ns. 
Stay, Duncan, ſtay ! 


Duncan. 


Let me come forth. 


KI N S. 


Oh, ſpeak, 
Oh anſwer me this once, prophetic Seer, 
Shall we go forth and conquer ? 


Doux Ax. ä 


Man of ſin, © "4 
Conquer thyſelf, take arms againſt e : 
Drive that invader from thy heart, then be, 
Of ſetting England free. 


* 
* = ' Net tie JIh 


KINO. 


What is my an? 


. Duncan. 


And doſt thou aſk? was it a trivial thing 
From this fair vineyard to thruſt out the heir, 
And rule by ſpoil and rapine ? 


KING. 
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K IXO. 
Ils have ſinn'd; 
Yet I've not ſlain him; till young Edgar lives, 


MF 


Dial co: 


Lives he and doft thoureign? Tho'thouſhou'd(t 
bribe mo 

Legions of holy men to weary Heaven 

Early and late with never-ceaſing prayers, 

Vain were their ſuit, Now mark me—All night. 
lon 

From ſetting to the riſing ſun I watcht, | 

And on my aged knees put up loud prayers , 

And frequent for this hapleſs country's ſake — 


HAROL bp. 


Heav'n grant thy prayers! ſay, what declare the 


ſigns ? 


Duncan. 


Ev'n in that moment when the midnight ſphere 
Central was pois'd, and yeſterday expir'd, 
On the left ſhoulder of the northern bear 
Thy natal ſtar aroſe ! rayleſs and dim 
And watery pale the horoſcope appear'd, | 
While from the threat'ning Eaſt the hoſtile Moon 
Puſh'd thee with adverſe horns, red-mailed Mars 
Flam'd in his planetary houſe, and ſcoul'd 


With ſtellar rage aſkaunt. 
Kine, , 
B96 kf; Diſatrous igns! 
What ſhall I do? 


Bytes 


/ 
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0 


| Wt Of © 211 16" I, Wag 11G! 
r 1 
With 8 Abaſl-d 
And low as to the duſt I bow my head * 
To heav'n's rebuke and thine — What more ? Oh 
ſpeak ! . 
Bool dowen Done Av. 
4 . Ty 4 (335 yy 
45 Fight ae por an | Edgat' $. found"— 362 15 f. 
1 7235 Aid 
K I N 5 Ih ere 94 '* N o' 
Till Edgar's found? 


But when and where? proceed. 


DUNCAX., 


* 


« Thou haſt a daughter”— 
T can hd mare Who follows ſhall expound ; 
What he ſhall counſel, that Purſue and proſper! 


(Exit Duucam 
04/2 34612 ni | do&029ge. 
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Fight not till Edgar's bound! — 80 lack 
perfect: (244, ellen SUOVIEW Dat 
Thou hat a daughter—there the prophet ceas'd ; 
V ho follows ſhall ex Thus I am left. 
This is thy fruit, Ambition; thus it ſeems 
Poſſeſſions by ill deeds obtain'd, by-weſes © 
Moſt be upheld or loſt ; ſuch league and — 


Tn Wien bold, chat geſpaſũng 1 in one, at 
8 


W ; 
43. 4 &- 3 3 
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We muſt offend in al; 2 8 
Who from his | neighbour's rloins a grain, 
Yea but one grain; with ng wift conſequence 
Crime follows erime, that none ſhall net ro lay. \ 

This and no more ” * 


* 
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Warrazor enters unoljerv'd by HaRoLD, 


* | by . 
FIR NR NED 200 et een & 
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ee WALTHEOr, Sar. 


inc 70 This Lradt's monarch ſtboch 
With eyes ſo wedded to the penſive earth, 
When at the fable's cloſe his conſcience ſmote kim, 
ile the ſtern meſſenger | of God Pronounc d, 
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Approach l in 4 Ps thou'rt weleome. I have ſeen 
The old divining hermit, whom we met 
the eve of Standford's bloody day, * 


den Halfager with his Norwegian bands, VA 
_ traittous Toſti fell r our ene, 
a” | Wartiror, 
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LEE 
To Edgar 
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Warrnzor. 


oy Hense wick fuck idle 6 
What are the viſions of the cloyſter d monk, 

The hermit's phrenfy, or the coward calls 

Of tr Canet Wpnbicion' $ GE Boy 2 
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1 ON! Accurſed be Gabon.” 
When firſt they caught my weak unwary heart 1. ' 
Full in my view the ſtately phantom ſtood, 

Her ftature 2 * = the dazling height 
Fir'd my young ng to — embrace; 
The diſtance vaniſh'd uind and * ſteep aſcent 

Sunk at the touch; ſhe with diſſembling {miles 
And meretricious glances met my joys . -.. -.// 
Vpon my head-ſhe plac d a kingly crown; 

But in The moment drew a ponyard forth, 

And Lm. 1 it in my hearts 


5 » — 
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Are there no gentler terms as, heav'n? 
Methinks—but I offend 1472-4 and preſs | 
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K make the angrick ſtar in heay'n propitious, 
Kin 01 
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| " thus i FO FD) ; 8 elſe a ſound, | 
Which dies and „ e make 
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: tet e * Come ta my en 
F voice, to e is as the voice of heaven: , 
all be 10 "Edgar wry weck Matilda * 
5 darling child ſure will obey and bleſs me. . 
Men's 1 5 Barts Mall be mine own; theſe fa. 
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© Waltkeof L d, incl greg yh Oe 
To wiſe — = men n ane BN 

A portion councils: Here we part 

I © Matilda; you in ſearch of Edgar; . 
W! if you bring, ! T hve but to reward you. 
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song AS. "WALTuzor alone. 


Thus do I e all men mine own, | 
And till deal ige theſe changeful — 
Like ancient Janus double: fac d, at once 
Foll OW the ſetting, meet the rüng a | 


PAS SG 


«& © 


7 Ee EDNIN enters... ' * * ' 
Wieden, brave lord; rais'd. by the faiteſt land 
In England's Iſle your prince aſcends the throne : 
Harold by Duncan's holy arts prepar'd Þ_ 
WHEY! Joy $Jopts t the royal. youth, 


/ 
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; Thanks, pow w'rful ſuperſtition, this: atones 
4 $5 all the miſchief thou haſt wrought on eh 
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Nest en ab 8 
And trembling — on all, 
Oh let us bri dee Kut England forth 


So ſhines the e dn out, aſter rude ſtorms 
patfied night, and high in air 
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Nor hat ape e Im q br 
This ſacred mornent, upon which'depends:' / - 
Achat is dear, out king's, . 
Fame, virtue, freedom, all that we chem 
ane all we expect above. | | = T 
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CY EDNY IM H 
Go! to thy charge; @Walltheof, Lauma: 
The fate of Bdgar and of England; G 


Jet ſtay—veſolye me, haſt thou weiglt'd the datiger? 
Halt Hou with wary eye lookt thro' the bars 
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; Ev TY 5 
Go dben ewe Irecall the word, begone! 
Tell the uſurper - but t own diſcretion 
Will tutor thee more wiſely.— Hence l tis paſt. 


— * iir 2 I's (Ei, Hall. 
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conſerri with lord 
- Walthegf; Ar e oy 
Tilt bar eyes which p penetrate weten? * 
And he wr ＋ our "Engliſh adler here — 25 n 4 
Knows me for ls the make him then thine own; 


Print on his Ii ſea} of holy faith, 
Apd keep my nee Gerd heav'n's own records 
Lockt im thy * 2 
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N "is no ele, No toil; #9 dase 
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No, merge but i to the point; ; 
, 2, af 4 nz 1220 2. 7 
Nr 2 Ev, Nga 
In one 


Thus chen 1 open all thy fate—Martilds !— 
Nay ſtart not, Sir—thy tried and loving ſervant] 
Edwin, thy ever faithful creature tells 


That thou ene 
e 
- Habl,matt 44 
What if love her not? i LCN 
| 0 EN . ＋ 5 
Alt ment hve le. 
r 
Muſt wed, malt love} en Dig te 6 «maſter 
Put in thy hand thoſe fine and ſe ecret . 8 


Which guide the various movements 7? 
Rouſe it to hate; or melt it into love”. 1 e 1 
No, there is that in every Human \ 


Which bego's Shes de 8 cannot Wach, 


mn 12 
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E D.w IN. 


Wut thou not meet the hand that lifes thee vg 
From. low deſpair and ſeats thee on a throne ? * 


ED GAR 


Periſh ambition! periſh every hope 
Rather than this ſhould beo: 


E DWI N. 
So cthen, ye ſons 

Of freedom, go ! your ſacred birthright ſell 
To Norman maſters ; hence, like ſcatter'd ſheep 
Without a ſhepherd, for there's none to watch 
Bur hirelings; he, the maſter of the flock, © - 
Shrinks from his duty and forſakes the fold. 

EDGAR. 

Edwin, this patriot rage becomes thee well, 
But let me glory in my choice, the crown, 
Nay; was it mine, the world wou'd be Edwina's: 
And know, I'd rather be the roving kern. 
That prints Arabia's ſands with burning feet, 
And ſend my heart amidſt the fawny tribes 


To fix here love ſhou'd point, than be a king 
To wet as fordid policy preſcribes. (Ext. 


Ebwin alone. 


Heath to my hopes, he has no ſoul for empire. 
Heav'ns? that a man born for a nation's glory, 
Can ſell his hirthright at ſo vile a price, 
For ſuch a toy as beauty!—O Edwina, 
(And muſt T call thee ſiſter?) fatal fyren,  _ 
Thou haſt done this: If Waltheof ſees the King 
Edgar is loſt that, _ muſt be aac. TR 
vw (1.2 1 
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With my beſt ſpeed, for oh! I love him ſtill, 
Still my heart tells me I wou'd die to ſave him. 
(Exit. 


MaAT1LDA and Epwina. 


MATALDA. 


A little further yet I ſee you nder 
Why 1 have brought you to this place apart: 
It is becauſe a ſympathy of ſoul 
Draws and unites me to you; tis becauſe 
There fits a weeping cherub in your eyes, 
Tom ſilently demands why I am fad, * 

And 1 Was” ſpeak to it: The worldly-wiſe, 
Who flowly 4 ary by cold degrees to friendſhip, 
Such are my ſcorn ; at ſight of Athelina 
Affection from my breaſt ſprung forth at once 
Mature as Pallas from the brain of Jove. 


EDWINA:. „ . 


VLVourboun like the ſun, warms where it ſhines, 
And what it feels, inſpires. 


MATILDA. 


O Athelina, 
J am ordain'd to miſery, ſoul-enſlay'd 
And ſentenc'd ſore againſt the heart's proteſt 
To wed and be a wretch.” 


8 


er 


And who e 
Matilda! victim-Iike what tyrant drags thee 
As to a pagan altar, there to offer 
Conſtrain'd obeiſance, and put on the vow _. 
As ſlaves do fetters with an aking heart ? "Te 
| | . 


* 
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M AT.1L DA. 


So wills my father; never till this hour 
Did I behold him fo poſſeſsꝰd with paſſion, 
So terrible in wrath. 


4 


E DWIN A. 


3 oft O ſhame to nature ! 
And what is he mongſt Europe's ny ſo . 
That you of force mult wed ? 


"MATILDA. 


Nor great is he, 
Nor number d amongſt Europe's kings, but one, 
Of whoſe inheritance there is not left, 
Save the free air he breathes, and one faint ſpark 
Of ſickly hope, that viſits his ſad heart 
To Wn, it with recollection of loſt right. 


E DW IN A. 


What do I hear ? 


MATII DA. 10 


Nay thou can'ſt never es him; 
The laſt, the loweſt i in thy thoughts 


E DWIN A. 
* * Indeed ! 
MATILDA. 


To ſum up my afflictions in a word, 
Tis er Atheling. 


E DWINA. , 
Heav'ns grace ard it! 


| diſcover'd him? 
* they E * 5 


* 
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MATIL DA. 
Who; What's diſcover ? 


E DW TINA. 


Periſh the medling politic contriver, 
Who ſet this miſchief going !—Oh if — 


N41 181 


Who talks, who thinks of Edgar? Thou'rt 
e, 


{ 


Epwina. 


Who can be patient and yet hear ſuch things ? 
The king commands! what then? will he com- 
mand 
The ſoul and it's affections? Deareſt lady, 
Your father tho' he be, is he ſo great 
As to give law to nature f 1 


. 


I am fixt: 

. Therefore be patient ; had he aſkt my life, 
I wou'd obey and grant it, but my heart 
That is another's ; I cannot beſtqw | 
What I do not er 


EDwINa. 
| Fara you'll not wed— 


MATILDA... 
To Edgar never, be aſſur d of that. 


F dwiNn a. 


HO; tis a deed will chronicle your name 
In fame's eternal records; you diſdain. 


= PP 


To 
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To make a lying contract with your lips 

And ſwerve with your affections; you are fixt z 
You love another : Oh, may he you love, 
(Kneeling I make it my moſt ardent prayer) 
Be your reward and glory; liye for you, 

And you alone; and may you meet delights, 
Pure as your yirtue, laſting as your truth! 


MATILDA. 

Kind Athelina, thanks ? bear with my weakneſs, 
And let me tell thee all my love's fond ſtory 
From the firſt hour I met him ; the bright ſun, 
Smote on his helm, which ſhot a fiery gleam, 
That dazzled all the plain; before his troop, 
Arm'd at all points, upon a ſnow-white ſteed 
Graceful he rode; invention never yok'd 
A fairer courſer to Apollo's car, 
When with the zephyrs and the roſy hours 
Thro' heav'n's bright portal he aſcends the caſt, 
And on his beamy forehead brings the morn. 


| EDWIN A. . | 
A ſnow-white ſteed ! New terrors ſtrike my 
ſoul. | (Ala. 
| 5 MaArTILDA. 


At ſight of me he ſtopt, and from his ſteed 
Active and feathery-light he leapt to earth. 


EDWIN A. | 
Give me your pardon ; ſerves he in this camp? 


MATILDA. 
Yes, but rt prevails, he left the camp 
Laſt night o' th* ſudden; and this morn, tis ſaid, 
Being return'd, in preſence of the King, 


Some 
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Some proud high- ſtomach'd lords did ſharply urge 
And whet him to much rage; him and his friend 
Earl Edwin. | | 


ES! 8 

Hah ! tis he. (Aide. 
MATII DA. 

5 Alas, what ſhakes you ? 


You ſtart and tremble, and your up-caſt eyes 
Cling to heav'n's throne : Know you __ youth I 
ſpeak of ? 
EDwiNa,. 
As yet you have not told his name. 


MaTiIiLL A. 
is Edmund. 
E DWINA. 


I had a friend and Edmund was his name, 
But now that name's no more. 


MATILDA. 
You had a friend— 

I knew it, Athelina; yes I ſaw, 
FT faw your ſorrows and I lov'd you for them; 
Your friend is now no more —Alas! Tomorrow 
May lay my Edmund low as your's ; but 1, 
I ſhall not live, as thou haſt liv'd, to tell it. 
Oh, were he Edgar, had he Edgars birth, 
My young, unknown, untitled, blooming ruſtic, 
Did his blood flow but what of that ? My father 
Reigns tho' a ſubject born, and ſo ſhall Edmund, 
If virtue hath an intereſt in heaven, 
And England's throne outſtands tomorrow's ſtorm, 


EDWIN A. 

Indeed! g 
. MATIL DA. 
No power can ſtir me. 
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EDwina. 

| What if Edmund, 

What if the youth you love perchance hath made 
Some humbler fair his choice 


MATILDA. 
i Periſh the thou Akt, 
It brings diſtraction with it: I command you 
Not to ſuppoſe he can — efer another; 
I took you for my comforter, and 10 
Lou fix a ſcorpion to my breaſt. 


EDWINA. # 

A ſcorpion ! 

I pray you be not angry; I wou'd kneel 1 
And Re a bleſſing for you ; but alas, 

1 SAidtion lies ſo heavy on me, 

Imagination cannot ſtretch a wing 

To raiſe me from the duſt. 


MATILDA. | 

Nay, now you melt me ; 

12 in, good maid, I am right ſorry _. 
— 4 harthly to you: Do not weep, 

12 5 my ſake do not- yet tis ever thus, 
When hs fond thought of ſome departed friend 
Burſts unawares from memory's guſhing fount, 
ng i of ſorrow whelms the ſoul. | 


End of the Third Att. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


EoDdwin and WALTHEOF, 
; E 1 | | : 


EDwiN. 


Loo Waltheof, if thou haſt not yet diſclos'd 
The royal youth, forbear, I do revoke 
The word I gave thee. — 


WAI TH Tor. 
Why, on what pretence? 


EDWI N. 


Edgar commands it; he diſclaims ambition 
And will not wed Matilda. | 


k 


WaLTnzor 
Will not wed? ? 
Edgar, the moſt forlorn loſt thing on earth, 
Not wed Matilda? Strengthen my belief, 
Some wonder-working power! It cannot be. _ 


EDWIX. 


By heav ntbatknows my heart, I have aſſail'd him 
With words, tears, menaces, entreaties, pray'rs; 
But all all fruitleſs: he is _ | | 


W A L- 
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\  WALTHEOF., 
For ſhame! ( 
Some little groy "ling — lurky about Lim, 
| 8 me vulgar village wench, whoſe ruddy health 
ſtic manners fit his narrow ſoul, 


And kindle ſomething) he miſtakes for love. 


* | | 'E D — IN. 
Reſteain yotirſelF, my lordz your nage . 
you; 
And yet to ſhow I ſcorn a mean diſguilſcy 
I own, in bitterneſs of ſoul I own it, WT 2 


Your charge in part is true; there is a *= bh 
But not of low degree, whom Edgar loves, 
Fatally loves, but not of ruſtic 1 manners 

Or name ignoble. | 


WALTRHE br. 


Whoſoe'er ſhe be, 

Evil betide her beauty! ſhe hath poiſan'd 
The deareſt hopes of a moſt bleſſed creature; 
Accurſed as ſhe is, ſhe hath undone | 

The happineſs of one, with whom compar d 

She were an æthiop. 


ii 18 E UN. 
it: 40 
gc 300 Peace, unholy railer, 
You know not © whom you curſe ſhe is my ſiſter, 


LS Ft 


WarTuzor, 


- 
A +4 1 


A der Ah, is this well done, my lord 2 
Thus am Ius d? chus like your Baſeſt lacquey, 
Call'd and recall'd and fool'd at pleaſure? death! 

I. tand for Harold; him * if Edger | 
e I Fondly 


4 
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Fondly refers thy ſiſter to the crown 
Of England and atilda, be it ſo; 
Let E ſo declare it to the King; * 
: ſhall | ulfil my promiſe. | 0 


Eb 
| How, betrayer ! 
Lou paſs no more this way but thro my guard. 


You ſtand for Harold, you; for Juſtice I, 
Draws his ford. 


For aeg innocence, for wa and Edgar, 


Wi bes. 


Nomore; utupyourſword; hes Kin advances: 
Thus to s ound were deaths to s Eu. 


E DWT. | 
" "mY 
It is 7 cauſe that When not 3 ſword. 
(Exil. 


The Kine enters aueh Een. 
KINO. 


Now if indeed thou art char loving n 
Of Edgar Atheling, which fame reports thee, . 
Lend me my patient ear. Thou'rt not to learn, 
How, when his grandſire good king Edmund died, 
Our Engliſh nobles put him Haw Fage right; 
And me a ſubject born, earl Goodwyn's = 
Call'd to the n throne; ſo call'd, of 
. Obey'd I them, and by aking” s beſt title, 
My een free 0 OY; the crown... 


1 


* wy Ys. 
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EAR. 
And took. you peace withal and fair content 
And — IN You, took the crown! 
So would not I, tho" it had brought dominion 
Wide as the world. Have you ſweet ſleepat nights? 
Do no ill- omen'd viſions haunt your couch, 
And ſmile the eyelids of the morn upon you, 
When you ſalute the light? | 
55 KING. 
"x FE Urge me no further : 

I fee thou'rt noble, and that manly plainneſs, 
Which ſome wou'd ſhrink from, knits me cloſer 
| to thee : | | 

Nay I will own thou haſt call'd up a thought, 
Wich like unweildy armour weighs me down. 
I do perceive ſhame and remorſe are handmaids, 


That wait on guilt, as darkneſs on the night. 
4 EDGAR. 


'* Methinks there needs no oracle for this; 

To tell me man is cruel, falſe, ambitious, 

Full of ' groſs appetency and unjuſt, 

Is to fay man is man, a general truth, 

To which your meaneſt centinel ſhall witneſs 

As amply as myſelf : call in your camp, 

Our conference needs no privacy; you ſay 
Heayen goads rhe guilty breaſt, and well you ſay, 
wh For goad it ſhall, or heav'n muſt not be heaven. 


5 


4 ” 


no} rn i | p ; K 1 N 8. | 
M Give me thy patience; what thou yet haſt heard, 
Think bur the prelude to more weighty matter. 
I have a daughter need I call her fair, 
Virtuous and full of * !—my realm's ſole heireſs; 


Her, 
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Her, in reſpect of his deſcended right, 
Tho? fortune-wreckt and ere evin in hope, 
Edgar ſhall Wh. | | 


EDcar. 
Shall wed 2. ; 


Kino... 
Hah ! doſt thou pauſe f 


EDGAR. 
09) At1.+8 4 nnn TIT f.-urih * 7 TW 
No, if affection moves at thy command, 
And love muſt follow where ambition points, 
Edgar ſhall en Matilda. / 


K TWG 1 46g4p't 
This to me ? 


EDGAR, a geek 


But if love owns no law but of the heart; 
And if perchance ſome humbler maid hath Sion 
Suck vows from Edgar's lips, as honour frames 
And fond belicying innocence admits, 
Then: | 


KIS. 
What then ? 


: „ 
EDGAR, 


Not upon the peopled earth, 
No, nor above the clouds reſides that power, 
Can wrench the conſcious witneſs from his heart, 
And ſay to Ed gar he ſhall wed Matilda. 5 
IN 0. 


— 


Tur BATTLE or HASTINGS. 61 


KTV. fo Mog 1 


What, wall a needy outlaw talk of was „5 
A beggar plead affections and reject 
* to whom Europe's kings Rr knelt in vain? 


EDGAR. 


Yes, for ſince beggars have aſpir'd to cro 
Kings have declin'd to beggars. Ah 


3 


Nr A TY ; Hence, audaelous, 
or feign for Edgar, what were Edgar preſent 
And known he dare not for his life avow. 


EDGAR. 


Ene then 'tis Edgar ſpeaks, * ris Atheling 
eter your olfer'd:yerms, with ſcorn rejects them. 


| KING. 

Thou Edgar! 
E DG AR. 
1 am E. 


K IN G. 
Guards! arreſt * 
(Guards advance. 
Vet ſtay; a moment's pauſe: Let me be calm; 
Collect thy ſcatter'd thoughts ; ; weyet are friends. 


EDGAR, 
No,. when l league with guilt and yield to fear 


What honour ſhoy'd wks heav 5 hall meet 


hell, 


Things 
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Things the moſt fierce and oppoſite in nature 
Shall ſtart from their extremes and band together. 
Fly to thy guards, defenceleſs and embay d, 
With only truth and juſtice on my ſide, 
Both naked, both unarm'd, I do defy thee.” 


KING. 


Doſt thou defy me? take back thy defiance, 
With death to better it. 


(As Harold is iving the fignal to the guard for ar- 
wl Edger, Matilda enters haſtily. 


| MarItda, 
Health to my father! 

Why dart thine eyes ſuch angry lightnings forth? 
Why ſtand theſe guards like nds upon the ſlip; 
Is this their victim? ah! can he offend? 

Never look'd guilt like him ; he errs perhaps 

And with too bold a ſpeech affronts the ear 
Of majeſty ; a ſtranger is not baund 
To all a ſubject's forms: Let me prevail; 
Send him aſide and hear thy daughter ſpeak, 


K 1 NG, i fn yn 
My daughter ſhall be heard is there a thing 
J ever yet . thee? Lead him off, 
And wait our pleaſure, — Hah ! that look hath 
| language. 5 BOT 
(As the guard lead off Edgar, 
Matilda looks tenderly at bim. 


- Matilda, know'ft thou him thou doſt ſurvey 


1 oo 4 If I 
4 ow . 


WE A M A. 


| To — "ART 


R 
92 
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MATE DA. IS 

" Lou bade me 1 him, 
Protect and cheriſh ; by his youthful graces 
Conquer'd yourſelf, you turn d them upon me: 
And now what cauſe alas ! provokes this change? 


KING. 
Thou art the cauſe ; *ris for thy ſake he dies, 


Mr. 


Die for my fake? Nor if his death cou d add 


Myriads of years to my extended life, 
And every year bring myriads of delights. 


17 K ING. 


« Thee 1 20 paſſion'd words: Alas, my child, 


i thou doſt love this youth 


MAI. © ka 
ee Thou wilt deſtroy him: 
It i is the forage policy of kings. 


Kinc. 
Thou lov'ſt him then—confeſs. 


BALLY 515 


mM ATILDA. | 
To o deſpetaion, 
P Ye K 1 N Ge 
Then heaven cannot alſſict thee 4 


MAI 4. | 
1 know it, but your daughter, Sir, can diet 
1 ſpeak for nature ; mine is not a hearty 2 
at 
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That can transfer affeftion ; toar him hence, 
Lou tear life too, chere 1 is no n for e 


4 JJ yy Ek 23981 nb 1 


S Reo ttt 2 tor 427 
Sap cho forEdgar ; He, that youth i is Edgar. 


12 25 


2 icky 2227 ſhe. „ in hit arms. 
, pauſe he _ nt 
Save a —5 mel O much-lov'd | 
4 4116610 9% father, 
If ke, that youth be Edgar, voi dlt thou kilt 
Him that ſhall be my fiuſbard, | 


7] 71 


Kina. 
What but killing 
. Merits that monſter, who nen Matilda? 


Mart A. 


Rejects Matilda? Am I then rejected? 
Oh hen ſome friend had plung'd a dagger here. 
Ere Thad mit this nn 1 3953 VO elny0o7 4 

GAA Don nen. 
Kine, 3 100 100 11 1 


Ane beraten. 


N17 Ri nöd T 
an 913 v2 n 


Let me behold him and 1 will be patient. 
Was 9 n did no wrongs provoke 
im 
I found thee high in wrath, he, tog was ar 
n, he wavand pak ner. 
16 not 231 21 701 . Viv 
281 Fein An Ie 93 1% Hin 
** den n * did l. I am no is ſultor, 
And ungeſery'd misforeune es e 
EE, oa, 


84 BAT WER of: HASTINGS, 65 
| Ware rene youth':you 'haveiin 


charge. 2 2 0 
May — who arm'd thine eyes, inſpire thy lips! 
See where he cm ee 1 gh King, 


a WW 9 


e | Epoin ner u 
* 1 ' 


Prince, (ſo I now mſt cail you) 
If, while it pleas'd you to aſſume the name 
And ſimple ſtile of a plain Scottiſh knight, 
Friendſhip for Edmund-caus'd me to omit | 
What Edgar's high pretenſions mughtliave ans 
I ſhall expect your pardon: e | 


E e 1 . | Pons. 9 


Take my dene. 5 
For they are ie eee nu 


MATHLOG 


- 033030774 Net in l- 39 
You ate too proud oa dale debtor, 
Crowns, er han ented, your rr 
And — 4 — Voie Edgar, 
Is it your ſport to ſteal away our hearts, 

Like heathen Jove, beneath a borrow'd form, 
Then reaſſume the god, aſcend your ſkies, 

And leave | the rte maid to die with weeping? 


EIA 


SAOVOLH ego 
A it D 3 


it ſnall I fay ? that 1 diſclaim ambition? 
hat long eſtrang d and exil'd from my realm, 
My heart forgets its home and draws no ſighs, 
Which point to England and my native right Nr 
Or — an eye of cold philoſophy ß 
Shall I affect to view thas radiant fon, | 


21 


1 * 


= 7 


* 
. 
th 
o 
4 
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f 
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And not confeſs its charms ? I frel their:ppwer,* 
But cannot give that heart A er another's. 


% 
I43' V4 tvi 


6 Wk Ji M 4+ Poa 


Another” 813 where, in what 101 realm is found 
She, from whoſe ſight diminifh'd rivals ſhrink, 
Ge — choice . e ee to her? 


57. N 0 * * alien | 
E 5 0 A n. Eoin be 


In raral filence.dwells the. maid [ hove; 
With her in ſome lone corner of your iſle 
Far from ambition's walk, let 722 e | 
Nor ſhake the quiet of Matilda s foul. 


* 
— 


Aab ei Ma TIL o 4. 


Site of all forms, which" chere vines) © T 
Humility can moſt inſult mankind: - 6: 
Away, nor cheat me with theſe fairy 3 
There is not beauty in our iſle for Edgar, 

No ſoftſequeſter'd/ maid, no truth, no love, 
Save . eee rejected heart contains. 


eg! An 


ct rod mA 02 5 
| Thus mw d, r were meannefb is" Fat the 
In Tackle) 8 ſhades ; a Sylvan goddeſs folds” | 


Her lonely haunts ; Edwina is her name: 
Earl Edwin' 8 ne 


—— -» 
\ . 


— — « * 


475 "a1 


1 thy er 


, e Take her, and be fl 
That abject Wing thou art; take Edwin's alter. 

A ſubject beauty "fits a ſubje&'s choice,” 

Go to my father, tell him thou haſt mat 
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His daughter's heart, 17 him ſtab for ſtab; 
Away, away | thou haſt thy full revenge. 


* 


E DO AR. 


Revenge ! my heart diſclaims it: O Matilda 
My prayers I can no more—farewel for eyxer! 
As EDcGaRr is parting from MAT IL o A, 


EDPWIN A enters. 


— 


EDWINA. 


"Tis Edgar !—Hah, he parts and ſees-me not. 
MaTiLDA © 


Stay, Athelina, turn, beloved maid, 
Turn from that monſter thine abhorrent eyes; 


Approach and ſaye me! 
 Epwina. . 


What afflicts Matilda? 
MarTiLlD a. 2 


|, Andis there need of words? break, break, my 
1 cart |! 
Open thou priſon-houſe of the ſoul, diſſolve 
And give a wretched captive it's releaſe ! 


| | ED WIV. 
Be calm. 
Het 4 MAT1LD A, 
As death, Why look'd you on that youth; 
K 2 __ Ep» 


6s 
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Ep windy | 
I look'd not on his face. 
A Gn 
| w A'T 1.5 As 
5991 200 75250 if thou had'ft, 
1 1 had'ft look 3 thive woud'ſt have loy'd like 
me,; 
And like me been a wretch. 


leni nt EDWIN A. 
Alas, I pity Ge. 


MATILDA, 


Then thou haſt lov'd, for love will teach thee 
1 


c ou 3 it, ke, (O heayen 9 that 


mund, 


Whoſe very name's a lye ; that Edgar Atheling 
For Edwin's ſiſter flights, re Matilda; 

A princeſs for a clown; me for Edwina. 

Strike herſmooth form all o'erwithlep'rous blanes, 
Ye ſprites, whom magic incantations charm ! / 
Shake her with palſied uglineſs, ye demons, 
And ſo preſent her to her lover's arms 

To kill him with the touch. — O Athelina, 

If thou doſt love me join and aid the curſe ! 


EDU A. 


Shall I curſe her, who never hank offended? ? 


1 


Turn then on him thy deepeſt direſt curſe 31 
1 Call up the bees mY darken heav'n Rb 5 ells, 


E be 
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EDA A. | 
MAT IIIA. 
No mt ee 1 
Give me revenge, He dies. . ch 
EsWiu ad 501 l ba 
Ab take my life 
Lo, at thy * a wretched virgin kneels 


And prays for mercy, 


MaT1iLDa, 
Hence | you'll anger me. 


eren 


I wou'd I cou'd: Turn thy W on me; 
But oe my Edgar's life. | | 


MATII A. 3 
Thy Edgar an thou? 
Who and what art thou? Speak, 


EDWIiNA. 
| I am Edwina. 


 MaTILDA. 


What do I hear? thou s art 


'Er D wa 1 N A. * | 
I am Edwina: 
Here is that boſom chou wouꝰ dſt plant with ſores 
And ſpotted leproſy, that fatal form, 
Which thou wod'dſt rouſe the demons up from hell, 
To ſtrike with palſied uglineſs ; behold | 


LEI 4 
= 


I am 


| 
lf 1 
| 
| | 
=— 
—_ 

N 
= 
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I am the wretch whorg * = to aid 


Thy curſe on . 
Oall ye ſaints and angels Sun, pirit ee 
Who wing ſt this nether air with pinions " 


In heay'n's etheriaf dew,” make him your care, 
And, guthering ber head your plumed band, 
Form a celeſtial canopyeabove him 1 
To fence off this 1 
n d 
43's 4 v6: Ma T IL D A. 
Peace, 'deceiver: 
Thy prayers are vain 3 he * this moment. 
(She is going. 


EDU πͥẽᷓ‚ö NA 

Stay! 
Tho not in plty⸗ yet i in * hear me: 
Taſk no mercy; Prayers indeed are vain ; 
Edwina pleads not ev'n for Edgar's life: 
Fot if when I, the fatal cauſe aA 
Lye at thy feet a bloody nat fr corſe, 
Thy rage ſhou'd ſtill demand his guiltleſs life, 
Who ſhall oppoſe it? All that Tſhall do, 
All that I can, is thus to die for Edgar. 


(Offers to Rill herſelf, but is preventtd 
by Matilda 


MATILDA. 
Stop thy raſh hand; thou ſhalt not die: Tt 
courage 
Dazzles my rage; I ſtiffen with ſurpriſe ; © BE” 
Thy preſence, like the faſcinating eye 
Of the fixt baſiliſk, takes motion from me 
And roots me in the cart 


EO 24 ID 


What wal thy ? 
«| own thee wretched and myſelf the cauſe : 


But do not let remorſeleſs fury rend 
The 


— 


AASTINGS. 7 


The god from out chine heaft, which nature's hand 
Set up, as in a ſhrine of human kindneſs, J 
That miſery like mine hight find een 1 


fi TAY» 
9 * 
=) Marik 


No more; I once had pity ; the poor bird, 
Which kills herſelf to ſeed her gaping brood, 
Was not more pitiful; but it is paſt ; * 
The wolf hatk ſlaiñ the lam bloody ne 
ane eee Wen 
W H e 1 BD _ 
. * on 1 Ain at £50004 Pp 


Take it h in tine hand. FIkr foll 
Thou haſt a dagger, ſtrike to Edgar's heart; F 
Lay his lov'd form a breathfeſs'corſe before hee; 
And ſate thy thirſt for vane Ft tis paſt— 
Heaven opens in thine eyes. 


Tas BATTLE or 


MATILDA. | 
+ *Tis in my heart: 
I feel its breath} like dew, deſcend upon me; 
Amidit the whirl of paſſion Mercy ſits, 

And whiſpers patience in a voice ſo charming, 
To hear is to obey——Thy Edgar lives. 


EDWINA. 


Mer he? May angels waft the word to heaven, 
And ** a bleſſing thence! 


M ATILDA. 
Stay not to thank me, 
Bear from my acht that too- engaging form: 
Leave me to my afflictions, they'll ſtay with me, 
And be my cloſe companions—Fare thee well ! 


BE d- 


" Tu ATZE or HASTINGS, : 
Epwin A. 


Farepel, thou ſuffering virtue! Oh, remember, 
Remember Edgar | 
(Exit Edwina, 


Mer II. 


8 + Whither was 1 Golking,/ 77 
When this bright deed reſtor d me? So the en 
With felon ſteps, on murderous act intent, 5 
Steals on the ſleeping night; when if — 1 
Launch'd from ſulphureous clouds the vollied fires 
Quick-glancing burſt upon his ruffian head 
With dazzling bright ſuffuſion, horror-ſeiz'd, 
Trembling, aghaſt he ſtarts, lets fall.the Knife 
En at the victim's throat and flies—as I do.. 


. 
o 


” 
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9e A 1 
113%” +a bao P7. yy N31 act MIT 


Herold is diſcover d in bis Tent before break "of 
Day; the Guards i in various Attitudes re in 
on their Arms : He riſes from bis Couch a 
. 1 1 * a i 710. & Ai 5h 111 1 


1 a * 
0 Po — 2 15 94 "4: ? - 528 x05 (ne (222 4 
| KING. au 0 2 55 "v3 


oh 
Werner be gk night have end? ariſe, break 


I'm weary of invokin che; O fan! 
Lo, in yon red'ning cloud I ſee thee mount; 
Not as thou'rt wont with odour-breathing gales, 
_ and marſhall'd'by'the dancing hours 

to the laughing Eaſt ; but warrior-like 
With ratling quiver: and loud ſtormy march 
And bloody enſigne, by the furies rear d 
Aloft and floating in the flecker'd ſky: 
So ſhall the day be ſuited to its deeds. (A trumpet. 
Stand to mY arms there, ſoldiers! Up, awake! 


(The guards 100 
Earl of MRRCIA enters, 


Mzxcia. 
Hail to my king and brother! on my knee 
| beg » boon 
Kro. 


What is it, gallant Mercia ? 
* L MER CIA, 


— ———— — — —— 
AO,” OOO —— — ſꝗ— — ns — —— ̃— ˖— — Wn Rs — 
* — 
” 


Edgar nn W ſuit: no power can move him. 


14 Twz BATTLE or HASTINGS! | 


'Mexcra.” 
The leading of the Kentiſhmen. | 


K * O. 
Tis chine: 
Draw the fem halznx forth ; 'tis thine to guide 
The thunder > the war: There be thy poſt. 
Frevel 18 word is Wau or death. | 
* 191; Y a (Exit Mercia, 
"He freak to wi HY Cunrdl. 


Come hither, Soldier! haſte thou to lord Reginald, 

Bid him to plant his bowmen in the copſe, 

Which, flanks the Norman camp, he knows the 
place; 

Thence as our foes advance with level front 

And regulated files, he may perplex 

And gall their battle— Take this enſign, Soldier, 

In Standford's fight I ſaw thee brave * win n it, 

Defend it now as bravely. 


SOLDIER. 
With my liſ. 
1 ; (Fei Soldier. 
TI TI ON 


WarlTHEOr enters... 714 4181 26 


i "TTX, 
, & 7 { 1 9496, * * 


WAI THZ OT. Tt 
Health and a happy morn to Englant's, king ! 
Would heav'n, that all our warriors like their chief 
Had thus _— the fun!. 


131 
2 VET 1 


Kim's: Bil einigt 91901 V4 
Where is the promiſe, 


With which ſo high you fed my pamper'd hope ? 


if 241 US K Lek! 7 4 a 


1 
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WAITREor. 


Alas, you are too mildduwuꝓs . 
KING. 
He 8 deaf to e, , 


— 


14 


WALTAHTOr. 

Be deaf to him, O Heaven, hen kde Lea 
And cry for mercy | Put your terrors ** 
My life upan't he yields. 1 


Kin 6. 4 5 = „ N 
Set him Feste d. 5 
Cl alin 


d enters guardd. Wes tf 


, 


. > 47 


260 anne — CE 
Your. meſſenger conven d me to your rents 4 
Lo, =? your pleaſure. * PN 


KING. 
Mark me then, 
While to thy free election J hold up 
Two different mirrors ; in the one you ſee 
The fair preſentment of a kingly crown, 
Where love and beauty weave the nuptial knot, 
That binds it to thy brow ; in plainer terms, 
oe Amer and ny empire wait thy choice, 
O11], 3.24 Ci 
EpcaR. | 
I have a vow noted in heav'n's own volume, 
Who ſaints have witneſs' d it. 


1. 7q en, | 
1 „001 b 1309" E. N G. 
mi voi Oh ſeize hs meme 
It you eſpouſe my — I go forth 


s 


„KN L 2 " To 
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To certain oonqueſt / ſrom my foul I think 
That England's fate no hangs on thy reſolve. 
Heal then the breaches of the land, my ſon, 
And make us all one heart. Come then, yenations, 
And ſhroud old Ocean with your hoſtile fails; 
By her own ſons defehded and belov'd _ 

Eng land ſhall ſtand pnſhakep and ſecure, 

And only," fall, when. time reif Faphrez. PF 


| TH?! ' 1 
Reer ; 


Bid me go forth; conduct me to the charge: 
Plant me upon che laſt forlorneſt hope, 
Where the fight burhs, whefe the mad furies toſs 
THF flaming torches, and wide- waſting death 
UP to the ribs in blood, with giant ſtroke 
| Widows the nations: thither let; * | 
To fight, to fall ; but never dare to 
Tho' you'd a Seraph s eloquence to — 
A Seraph'a truth ta vouch for your _—_— 
That I wou'd yield my boſom to diſgrace, 
Cancel the vow which I have given Edwina, 
And ſave oy CP at my ſoul's expence. 


6 


K IN 38. 2737 110 8 au 
Ibakuu Sucker. ET eee 
roomy be obs 1 
11 1 EO, b 
r TIO — 
My country 2 


(Trumpets ound « char e. 
Tis her 1aft awful staben * * 


The altar burns ; & royal lady waits, Me b. 
And this her bridal dower: receive it, prince; 
(He lenders the crown to Edgar. 
What can a king give more? What has a father 
* Morte dear. to offer bran * only child??? 31 
1 f £ Eocax. 
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En a n mm me of 


Forbear 'ris mockery when foul is fixt. 


U 1 Ir nadie 1 
£ Then thou art R e 


EDGE my Nie n 
My tov * a oath / 43 
Kreil | Fang” 
Thy life——- 78 
Ubi ron! E964 AR. n 
1 111. 21 „ $2 09-7 wy ; 2063 113 N - Mylve, 
KING. 


© Die then Niche ts Strike i hs 


7546 off 
Pies raged br = on. rr bexfelf eee 
Fp 9 48 b are Ie Fo 
Jon * 


o "© — $ 


| MATE en I 
Strike off his head! By himwhomade hs heavens 
Whoſe great primæval interdiction =; ode 
Thro' all creation's round, thou ſhalt'nor kill, 
I do 222 you 7 (Te guards fall back. 
i . 


„Kino. . 
What phrenſy moves thee ? 


MATII DA. 
Or Pate bim or expect to ſee me fall 

And daſh my deſperate brains. Upon my knees, 

Kr R 82 


— CY 


E. Nox- 
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NOR T.HUMBERSAND; STEP res, and aber 
3A l 21. 40G], 25; u e Keen 


Nox r e woddrLanr; 
:Tohorſe; dread fir; brace on your beaver frait, 
Cz ariſon with ſpeed; and meet the ſun, 
thron'd and beaming on the upland edge, 
Mears in his fiery wane with glowing wheels 
And panting courſers ta behold a ſcene, 
Worth his turnal rouge 


wet B 7 K 1 * a. 
Warriors, lead on! 
Tho' hell ume her thouſand hideous ſhapes, _ 
Phantoms and fiends and fierce anatomies 
To ſhake me from my courſe ; tho' Duncan croſs 
me 

With auguries and ſpells, tho chis promd outh 
Bid ies Sunn — its wolfiſh — tes 

Harrow my heart, in me is nodelay, 
For thee, my child, whoſe interceſſion curns 
Vet once again from this devoted head 
The uplifted hand of death, take, ſince ha wilt, 
The thankleſs life, gh mak ſt ſo much thy care; 


And now farewel! + C SOFIA: 


6 7 A 
NM Arb A f | 
The god of battle . thee? | 
I will not ſhame thee wi a tear; Farewell! 


ian 
Come forth, bright ſword; hence, wah from 
my heart : guans ei 31 
Now take me, England, lan al thine * wa 
10 . en ome 


Mar 11 DA. : 
Go, ye brave Engliſh ; go, as ye are wont, 
To 
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To glorious conqueſt: Oh remember, friends, 
Ye ſtrike for us, for freedom, for your country. 
Angels of victory ſurround your hoſt 
And a_ upon your ſide. Tranſporting ſounds ! 

9 £14 It af 2 efvant Pont: 
Wich oyful — they falute their king, 
And ſtrike their ſhields in token of applauſe. | 


Edgar! 
(Turning from the ule fe, to Eke | 


E Dc AR 
Matilda! Arm me with a Fund 
Or, like the Decii, ſelf-· devoted thus 


III ruſh * the foe. 


10991163 "Matric wh. K e! 
Yet e' re the ſhock : 
Of battle ſevers us perchance for ever, 
Reſolve me, had it been my lot to meet thee, 
With free affections and a vacant heart, | 
- Cov'd'ſt thou have deign'd'to caſt away a thought 
On loſt —— D toe _ Rave lov'd her? * 
no vf 'Evcar. | + 
PR dee ace, with every virtue vet; 
How can Matilda aſk of Edgar this ? 
Sure I were loſt to every manly feeling, 
If honbur'd thus, I ſhou'd forbear to hold, 
Whilſt memory lives, thy image preſent here, 
And cheriſh it with " gram: with love. 


not nen MN 1 1L DA. 

Ir is Herne Hear, angels, and record Tx) 
Now take this ſword ; if in yon bleeding ranks 
Jou meet the King, or fainting with his wounds, 
n. numb » think he had 2 19 
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ANCE au he reſoued thee; 
ii! AN Cari i going 
 EDGaRr. 

„Eon eo the teeth. ef death I ill obey thee. 
Yet ſtay ! one word—Tis to exact from virtue 
More than frail nature warrants ; yet thy ſoul 
Is r pion wilrahou/procett Edwins ? 15 


| N 
Whilſt I have life. 


FAA. 
Then thou art truly great... 


MATILDA. 


Whats know'ſt thou not Edwina i is my A" ? 


| BOA. | 8 

Edwina here hp: gronlk | eine; nes 
| N 1 a. e 

One tent contains us: 
* a dee name (Oh let the truth 
Henceforth be ſacred!) ſhe beſought protection; 
1 took her; laid her neareſt to my heart, 
And fed her with its beſt, its deareſt hopes — 
But hark! the bas joins—Farewel for ever. 


4 
| . red fot 


l live and ſave Edwina ! Hark, they ſubut! 
There's victory in the ſound. © O day and night 
They ftop, they turn; Behold, the Normans 75 
I ſee bright glory flaming in the van; | 
Tiptoe ſhe ſtands in fkiey-tinftur'd ſtole, 

Her head | bigh-rear'd, an pointing to the ſkies, ® 

With pinions bent for flight: Stay, godlike viſion, 

And let me fly to ſnatch—Edwina ! 1 
D- 


4% 


4 
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db Run Ne dee 
* h be it baſtening out, Eowina meets _ 


Eon. 2 
e D a or 2 gg 
And do we live to meer J Oh, ſnatch the moment, 
And ſave thyſelf and me. - Whencethis impatience? 
Why that diforder'd * of thine eye? , 
What ails thee, prince? 


1 * 
131 T7 bn 


4 


EDGAR 
And can'ſt thou aſk?—Behold! 


Epwina. 
0 horrible! a ſcene of death— 


EDoaR. 
Of glory; 


ot fame "RPO of triumphant rapture— 
And wou'dſt thou hold me here ? 


(Se takes bold of bis hand. 


e EDWINA. 
„ Dt Wilt thou forake me ? 


. E DOA. 
Let go my hand: if you perſiſt, Edwina, 
To hold me Foy a thouſand, thouſand furies, 
And each more horrible than death ſhall haunt me, 
'Till-phrenſy-ſtruck, with mine own hand I ſeize 
This recreant heart and pluck it from my breaſt, 
. Epwin enters haſtily. 


EDwin. 
Thus art thou found ? Thi" deluges of blood, 
M Launch' d 


« 
_ 


c 4 
as 
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Launch'd from the nobleſt veins in all this Iſle, 
Fighting I ſought thee: Fly, Yl-fated prince 


EDOAR. 
os a I bear? Is 1 it not victory * 


| 25 n be 

Curſe on » the ſtrumpet Fortune, ſhe revoles 
And ſides with Normandy, their feeming fli 
Was but a feint ; upon the word they halted, 
Check'd in their mid career ; then wheeling fwiſt 
With thick-clos'dfiles charg'dourdiſorder'd ranks, 
That reed upon the ſhock: A faithleſs band 
Led by Earl Waltheof, chat ſtill N nn 
Went over to the foe. 2.21 bled 


EpGcas. 
Lives Harold yet ? 


5 
From helmet to the heel all red with blood, 
And gaſh'd with glorious wounds, he call'd me to 
him, 
And bade me ay, that with his dying breati 
Fo thee and to Matilda he bequeathes 


All that is left of A 


Epoar; .. 
Is" Lend bo hin. 
; E wN . 
To death as ſoon, 


EDwin. 


5 Retire to ſafer ground. 


Epoan 


| Retire! ſhall Edgar fy, ig Harold fights? 
, A 


Offi let me go. 
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EE DNN. 
Nay, Em arms an' hold chee— 


ED GAR. 
O thou ſoft Syren.! take her noble Edwin, 
Take my ſoul's better part before I fink | 
Tenne take her from my heart, TO 


 Epwiwa. 
If thou haſt love or pity in thy be, 2 
Haſte and preſerve him (Exit. Edwin. 


Oh, this rives my heart. 
Earth, earth, receive a wreck. | 
(ebe fallt on the groin. 


WP a enters with attendants, "having diſcruer'd 
EDpwiNA on the gronnd, ſhe advances haſtily to ber. 


MaArILI DA. 
She faints ; ſhe falls! 
Look up, Edwina ! Is it death's reſemblance, 
Or death itſelf ? ſhe lives, Help me to raiſe her. 


| (799 raiſe ber. 
Epwin a. 
Matilda! | 
240 MATILDA. 
Start not I am yer thy friend. 
EDW1NA-. 
Fly then and ſave 0 heaven « . 


MAr II — . 5 
III | Thy Edgar—No 
I ſaw your hero dart into the fight ; 
As the train'd ſwimmer ſprings into the flood. 


r th $- E . * 1 N bal | S- 
ou a woman 
M 2 5 
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MATT. 
3 | Wou'd to heaven I were nov! 

Then had I grappled to your warrior's fide 

And ſtruck for England, for my father—Oh ! 1 

I lookt but now, and ſaw a ſtorm of blood. 

A raging ocean ſcatter d o'er with wrecks : 

Fir'd at the fight ſnatcht a javelin up 

Some watrior's haſte had dro 0 feeble gba 

Fell from my woman's kak Again I look 

No Engliſh banner floated in e were 

Saye hk re ol father fought ; revolting * 

Shrunk from the ſcene, and ſoon a ſcalding flood 

Of tears burſt forth that quench d theſe orbs offight, 


E DW IX A. 


Where fhall I turn ? 


Ma 
Io death. 


E Dv VA. 
N Dreadful Ait! jo 
MarTi1LD A. 
And yet when Hope,our laſt kind nurſing friend, 
Forſakes her patient's couch and dark deſpair ' 
Puts out that light, which like a nightly beacon 
Points to the harbour, where the ee bark 
Of miſery may ſteer, Ah whither then 
Shall life's benighted paſſenger. reſort,. ;, | 
But to oblivion andthe ny n 08 


| Deb has] 
Why fa when death had md 1 my | ple 


and, 
Didft 2 prevent the blow and tia live? ? 


MarTilDA. 
Live but till Edgar falls, then rear the'blow, 
| Fl} not prevent it---Hah, what bleeding No ! 
o R- 
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NoRTHUMBERLAND enters, ſupported by Soldiers, 
n 91% 4 | 8% 07 53 110 iy 
| NozrTuvMBERGAND. "FIR" 
A little onward. yet Enough, enough! 
Good fellow, hold thy kerchief to my, fide. | 
Run one of you and bring me ſpeedy word, 
What troops thoſe are, w heck wilfully maintain 
A dying kind of combat; if there's 
Make. ſignal with your hand and hour---fnnch, 
ſtaunch my wound—. . 
My curſe upon that, Norman boar Fitz H 5 
His tuſk has ript my heart- ſtrings; yet. Hg, 
Did I not, ſoldier ?---Soft, for mercy's ſake, 
Jeſu Maria, what a pang was that ! 
Look My 1 ſign of hope None, none; all's 
Ol 
He ſmites his breaſt with anguiſh. Hence, ſtand | off, 
( He breaks from the ſoldiers who ſupport bins. 
Wide as the grave I rend this bleeding breach. 
E tears open his wound. 
Fall England! fall Northumberland Tis paſt. 
OE falls into bis ſoldiers arms and wy 6 


19) 199 


1919 MT ILD A. 

Famwel, "Sin heart! how 1 to en 
By death hewn down, than to outlive the leaf, 
And drop a ſapleſs ruin ! let me view thee: 

Is death no more than this ? Why thou, — 
Or I, or any one may do as much. 
| Life, like a worn-out garment, is caſt off 
And there's an end: I thank thee for the leſon, 

Twill ſtand me much: in uſe bear him away. 


(The fuldiers take off the body. 


Esa enters with Eowin and Soldiers. 
E D WI. 


* He lives, he comes! hence to che winds, my fears; 
Thergh blood upon thy ſcarf, KEZ. 
A Mg: - 
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| "Then ie was truck 
From Norma veins, | 
> 2499 Mantioa Roth H3-x 
Wen to 5 Where i 18 my father? 
2 41131 EY 3220 
a SO (97 09 2 - Hah! 
Edwin! 1 wa | . 
Ton 2*1 Erwin. 
My lord. 
a EDcaR. 
Ihre foe ſuſpends purſuit, . 
And calls his conquering legions back from 
ſlaughter; 


Run, Edwin, run and take this enſign with thee; 

Here on the craggy ſummit of the cliff 

Wave it aloft, and call the ſtragglers up 

To form upon the heights ; theſe {till are ours. * 
q be Papi 

MarTILDa. 


Where is my father? Where are all the heroes, 
Wham I have ſeen return triumphant home, . 


Wig woes eagle-wing'd 2 Wen helms?. 8 


* 81 


61 9699901 


ert E D G AR, 41 7 £t.vA: 71 
All loſt with thouſands u een 22 ſunk 
1 fwallow'd "_ in death n vor bu Þ 
| 4239 471 1 
Ma * 1 LDA. 
Denk ſay' ſt thou? 
Bvyoan. | 
. 9 


| " The hireling troops had fled; oacuatieiphalins) 


* Fagally: brave yet Road there deep · engulph d 
Within 
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Within the Norman hoſt I found thy father, 
Mounted like Mars upon a pile of lain: : 
Frowning he fought, and wort his helmet upp 
His batter'd harneſs at each ghaſtly ſluice 
Streaming with blood; life 'guſh'd at every vein; 
Yet liv'd he, as in proud deſpight of nature, 
His mighty ſoul unwilling to forſake 
Its princely dwelling; ſwift as thought I flew; 


das a ſturdy churl his e aim d 
Full at the hero's creſt, I ſprung upon him 


And ſheath'd my rapier in the caitiff 's throat. 


big MAT IE DA. | 
Didſt thou? then thou art faithful. Open wide 
And ſhower your bleſſings on his head, ye heawns! 


\ 7 hs 2K 0 oak 

A while the fainting hero we upheld, 
(For Edwin now had join'd me) but as well 
We might have driv'n the mountain cataract 
Back to its ſource, as ſtemm'd the battle's tide. 
I ſaw the imperial Duke, and with loud inſults 
Provok'd him to the combat, but in vain ; / 
The purſey braggart now ſecure of conquelt 
Rein'd in his ſteed, and wing'd-his fquadron round 
To cut us from retreat; cold death had ſtopt 
Thy. father's heart; ev'n hope itſelf had died: 
*Midſt ſhowers of darts we bore him from the field, 
And now, ſupported on his ſoldiers pikes 

The venerable ruin comes. Behold ! 
(The body of Harold is brought in. 


ry Naarn 5 
Soldiers ſor this laſt mournful oſſice thanks 
Bear him within the tent, upon the couch 
Lay ye the body, ſpread his mantle o'er him, 
And all depart : For this I thank you, _— 
| at 
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That when you ſent; calamity on earth, 
And bade it walk o'er all this'vale of tears, 
You ſent deliv'rance alſo, and with death, 
And with a land-mark, bounded its domain, 
As open d an aſylum in the grave. 
(The mos is carried into the tent, Matilda fallows. 
| x. (Exit Maut. 
1785 E , 


Lo, where ſhe follows her dead father $ body, . 
She hath a ſoul that will not bead to i wink + 
And 1 | | 94 


.ED &AR. 
| Haſte, beloved maid, 


And | force her from the bod —y (Exit Edwina. 


* 
Earl Srernrc eos. 


| SIFFRIC. | 
Anddoftthoulive, braveyouth; doſt chou furvive 
Thoſe miracles of valour which I ſaw, 
Andbluſhingſaw? for Oh, too ſure Iwrong'd thee; 
Give me thy pardon; n halten more than conquer d. 


E DO AR. 10 
Siffric, enough! It is not now a time . 
For Engliſh hands to ſtrike at Engliſh hearts, 
Elſe - but tis paſt. Where's old Northumberland; 
Where valiant Mercia? Ah! is't ſo with both? 
(Earl Siffric makes fignal of their death, 


| Ep win returns with ſoldiers. 8 
Welcome, brave Edwin l thou bring ſt wn for 
* 


. o- 


2 
Far ati os Ast mos ts 


Eoving comes 0 ou wo he Text 


Horror on bee Chen will death have end? 
* fiery dog ſtar reigns and deadly madneſs 
Strikes all bales the moon. Scarce had they ſet 
Their mournful burthen down, when —_— 

uic 
She rulli'd Into the tent, and raiſing up 
Her father's mantle, ſnatcht one eager look; 
Then with Ford eyes and heaving ſighs 
Seizing his ſword with ſtrong determin'd 
Plung d it into her breaſt. Behold, ſhe comes 
. 
MarT1Lpa enters ſupported. i 
| MATILDA. 

* is done! the faithful point hath reach'd my liſe, 

d ſpoke it's errand fairly: Now, my ſoul, 
Now pread thy wings, and fly. 


EDWIVNA. 


O killing aght 1 7 


EO OG AR. 
© deed of horror ! 1 


Mart pA. 

Jo 4 Huſh, no more of that: 
Think thick the Almighty s mercy ſhall not reach 
4 take affliction in? Took well at me; ; 
Of friends, crown, country, kinſmen, father reft, 
Love-lorn, of reaſon more than half beguil'd, 
Heart: broke and ſtruck from out the book of hope, 
What cou'd I do but die? 


EDGAR. | 
Heaven's joys receive thee ! 
N - Ma- 
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| MATIT PDA. 
Amen! the voice is Edgar's, but my eyes 

Grow dim, alas, tis hard I cannot fee thee : 

Give me the crown ; quick, reach it to my hand. 
 ,. ,, (They bring the crown and preſent it to Matilda. 
| Ay, now I have it, ſhorn of pow'r indeed, th 
[ But light' ned of it's cares; Edgar, o'er thee 
| This radient circle like a cloud may paſs, 
| But thy poſterity to lateſt time 
| Shall bind it on their brows. Receive it, prince, 
And noble as thou art, Oh, ſpare the dead 
} Nor ftir my father's aſhes with thy curſe. 


| \ (Edgar receives the crown. 

| 

. | 
| Peace to his ſhade, ſo heaven my fins forgive 

mn As thy father. | han bo 


MarTiLDaA: 
"Tis enough: farewel ! 
Life's ſtorm is paſt ; wave after wave ſubſides, 
The turbid paſſions ſink and all is peace: 
Ambition, jealauſy, nay love itſelf, 
| Laſt, ling'ring, drops into the grave and dies. 
| | (She finks into the arms of ber 
| attendants and expires. 


E o G. AR | 
| There fled a mighty ſoul—Angels, receive it, 
| 5 And waft it to the manſions of the bleſt 
. And art thou mine (To the Crown. 
| | Friends, ſoldiers, ſubjects now, 
| Lord Edwin, Siffric, Fngland's brave remains, 

| I, Edgar Atheling, king Edmund's heir, 
Now take this mournful relique of my right. 
14 If you are with me, warriors, ſtrike your ſheilds. 
Thanks, gallant countrymen! (They ſtrike. 


E p- 


— — — * — 
WI 


** * 
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E DWA. 
; f Lo, On 2s hape 
Edwin ſalutes thee; king of e hail! 


E pA R. 
come to my heart, my friend, my more than 
_ fathon! (To Edwin. 
' SIFF RIC. | 
Siffric, the convert of thy valour, kneels 
And every faculty of head, heart, hand, . 
To thy free ſervice dedicates. | 


38 


EAA. 


N Ariſe ! r 
And take, ('tis all your king can give) my thanks. 
And now, my fair betroth'd, reach forth thine hand, 
And touch this golden ſymbol, whilſt I ſw 

Here ſtanding imthe awful eye of heaven, ar 
I ſhare it with Edwina. 


ED WIA. | 
On my knees 
I yield thee thanks, whilſt before heaven I ſwear, 
Tho' thou hadſt nothing to beſtow but chains 
And beggary and want and — ſtripes 
And dungeon darkneſs, ſtill thy poor Edwina 
For thee alone ſhall live, with thee ſhall die. 


EDGAR. 

Nov, warriors, how reſolve you? View that field; 
The Norman, like a lion, ſwill'd with ſlaughter, 
Sleeps o'er his bloody mets ; our ſcatter'd troops 
Collect and form around. 


S1xxnRic. 
© We live in 3 
Save the laſt hope of England and retreat. 
E p- 
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0 a 


ED AR 
Retreat! mall Engliſh warriors hear that word 
And from an Engliſh king | No, Siffric, never: 
Unfurl the Saxon andard'! See, my lords, 
Twice taken in the fight and twice recover'd, 


The hereditary glory lives with Fdgar. 7 : 
Beneath that banner godhke Al conquer'd ; 


Beneatli that banner, drench'd in Daniſh blood, 
Mygrandlire Aon: ſided Edmund fought; | 
Wrench d from my infant graſp, a bold uſurper 
Seit' d it, poſſeſt 165 died in it's defence: 
And ſhall I, in the tame reſpect of life, 

With cloſe-furl'd enſigns, trailing in the duſt, 
Halt in the rear of fame? No, gallant Engliſh, 


Turn not, but as the galled — turns, 


To lick his wounds, and with recruited fury 


to the fight afreſh : So turn; fo hand ! 
25 Fm this * ennob by your valour; 
Hurl bo defiance to the foe beneath. 


( Drums, Sc. 
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